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INTRODUCTION. 



This little book has been compiled, 
in the hope that the natural and 
unrestrained feelings of tender sym- 
pathy, which, nnduced the writers of 
the following Letters, to address their 
friends in the various circumstances 
of their affliction, might make it more 
likely to prove acceptable and con- 
solatory, than a more elaborate trea- 
tise. 

The letters, for the most payt> have 
never before been published.’- Those 
a 3 
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INTRODUCTION. 



of them which have already appeared , 
in print, have been selected on account 
of their suitability to the proposed 
object, which is not so much to pre- 
sent what is absolutely new, as what 
may be most likely, under the Divine 
blessing, to afford consolation. 

The persons to whom they were 
addressed, were those that had already 
“ tasted that the Lord is gracious,”: — 
who had “ received the Spirit of Adop- 
tion, whereby they cry, Abba, Father,” 
and were enabled to observe the love 
of that heavenly Father, in sending 
those chastisements, which were not 
only to be the proofs of their adop- 
tion, but that “ they might be par- 
takers of his holiness.” 

For many such, it is humbly hoped. 
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INTRODUCTION. vii 

the consolation which was intended 
for a few individuals, may, by this 
means, be multiplied ; and other 
mourners, whose minds have, until 
now, been wholly engrossed with the 
world, and whose attention has never 
before been turned to the things that 
concern their peace, may be enabled 
to look to Christ, the only “Refuge 
in the day of affliction,' 9 and thus 
receive that comfort which they will 
see here so liberally dispensed from 
the Fountain of all goodness, and all 
love. 
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IfC. 



The path of sorrow, and that path alone, 

Leads to the land where sorrow is nnknown ; 

No traveller ever reached that blest abode. 

Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 

The world may dance along the Uowery plain, 
Cheer’d as they go by many a sprightly strain, 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread, 
Admonish'd, scorn the caution and the friend, 
Bent upon pleasure, heedless of its end ; 

But He who knew what human hearts would prove, 
How slow to learn the dictates of His love, 

That hard by nature, and of stubborn will, 

A life of ease would make them harder still ; 

In pity to the sinners He designed 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind. 

Culled for a cloud, to darken all their years, 

And said,— “Go spend them in the vale of tears 1 * 
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While we are in the world, we dwell iu 
houses of clay, whose foundation is in 
the dust. 4i Corruption is our father, and 
the worm our mother and sister;” and 
these unnatural parents will, ere long, 
devour their children. To how many 
diseases are our bodies subject; and 
when the tempest is over, how much 
time and pains doth it cost us to stop 
the leaks, and piece up the ruins of the 
poor weather-beaten vessel, all which is 
but rigging it out for a new storm. It is 
no small part of the happiness of de- 
parted saints, that they are absent from 
such a body as this, which yet they know 
shall be restored to them with great ad- 
vantage at the resurrection ; but infinitely 
more happy shall they be in their souls, 
when perfectly conformed to God's image, 
and satisfied with his likeness. Oh ! for 
more faith and love, and then we would 
say, not as the disciples once did, “ Let 
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us go and die with him,” but, “ Let us go 
and live, and be for ever with him and 
so we would, but “ there is a lion in the 
way.” Death is the unavoidable passage 
to the world of glory; and as we must 
travel through the wilderness by faith, 
so by faith must we pass over 'Jordan, 
and walk through the valley of the sha- 
dow of death. Blessed be God who 
giveth us the victory, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ! 



# “'fheLord often uses chastisement to 
sauctify and purify his people, and to 
give them an increase in grace and holi- 
ness. There is no chastisement in heaven, 
nor in hell. Not in heaven, because 
there is no sin; nor in hell, because 
there is no amendment Chastisement is 
a companion of them that are in the way, 
and of them only. 

B 2 
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obtain his assistance to bear it with us, 
we shall find it daily grow lighter and 
lighter, and at length press upon us only 
like the burden of wings on a bird, ena- 
bling us to fiy the swifter and the higher 
towards heaven. 

In the upper world, of open vision, we 
shall have a distinct view of the hidden 
causes and secret springs of the dark and 
gloomy events of Providence we may 
now be exercised with ; the sealed Book 
of Providence shall then be opened; 
and the dark texts of mysterious, intri- 
cate dispensations, cleared up by the 
light of glory, shining on the mind, and 
showing the beautiful connexion and' 
lovely design running through the whole. 
Oh, to be helped to look and wait for 
the dawn of that day, when all shadows 
shall flee away ! 

I* the mean time, may we never have 
cause to say, “ This is a lost affliction !” 
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May we have the witness in ourselves, 
that all the ways of the Lord, even those 
which appear most severe, are to us 
mercy, and truth, and faithfulness! 

At present, the way of Providence, in 
genera], is dark and mysterious. 'There 
is a depth in it for which we have no 
line. There are many seals on it, not fit, 
as yet, to be opened. But when the 
Lamb, who is in the midst of the throne, 
shall open the seals, and show the mean- 
ing of all the dark passages in that mys- 
terious book, and every one is made to 
view that part of it that related to the 
way in which he was brought through 
manifold tribulation to the kingdom ; 

. then will all strike up on the liighest 
key, and sing, “ He hath done all things 
well!” 

Believers ought to comfort one another 
with these words: it is heartsome for 
travellers on the road, in a dark night. 
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and going to the same place, to speak to 
each other in the language of the country 
to which they are going, and to say, 
“ What of the night? WTiat of the night?” 
And to encourage one another, by often 
reiterating that animating reply, “The 
morning cometh.” 

The shadows of the evening are daily 
growing longer, with all the travellers to 
the heavenly Sion. But at evening time 
it shall be light. The bright shining of the 
Sun of Righteousness will make even the 
passage through the dark valley of the 
shadow of death, lightsome and pleasant. 
Faith can see eternal day at the further 
end of it. Jesus went through the Jordan 
of death, when it overflowed all its banks, 
and was brimful of the cnrse. But his 
death drank up the curse, and left no- 
thing but a blessing to all his redeemed. 
And his sweet and cheering voice is still 
to be heard in the passage ; “ Fear not. 
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I am he that liveth and was dead, and 
behold I am alive for evermore, and ha?e 
the keys of hell and of death.” 



“ 1 have now been laying the delight 
of my eyes in the dust, and it is for ever 
hid from them : we had a suitable sermon 
from those words : ‘ Dost thou well to 
be angry for the gourd?’ God knows I 
am not angry; but sorrowful he surely 
allows me to be. Blessed Lord, I trust 
thou hast received my child, and par* 
doned the infirmities of her short, child jsh, 
afflicted life. I loved those who w jjre 
kind to her, and those who wept with 
me for her v . Shall I not much more love 
Thee, who art at this moment tailing care 
of her, and opening her infant faculties 
for the business and blessedness of Hea* 
ven? Lord, I would consider myself as 
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well.” Nay, sometimes that part of the 
song of heaven is anticipated, and we 
are made to sing it even in our way 
to the kingdom. 
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Mr. F. to Mrs. H , on the Death of 

her Husband • 



My Dear Friend; 

I received your affecting letter last 
night, and what can I say, but what you 
have said already; — “It is the Lord.” 
What can I recommend but a perseve- 
rance in the course in which I am per- 
suaded you at present walk ; “ Casting 
all your care upon Him^ for Ho careth 
for you V 9 

I have often, in the midst of my im- 
portunity in times of trial, felt a degree 
of self reproach on account of my indis- 
posedness to pray, while things have 
c 
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gone on easy and successful. And in- 
deed, I should be aphamed, and almost 
afraid to go to God in my affliction, on 
this account, but that he has fully ob- 
viated this very objection, saying, “ Call 
upon me in the time of trouble, I will 
deliver thee, and thou shalt glorify me.” 

It is a saying that frequently occurs in 
the Old Testament, “And thou shalt 
know that I am the Lord.” I remember 
these words struck me very forcibly, 
under an affliction that threatened to 
bereave me of my eldest son, at a time 
when I considered him unprepared. 

And do not I know already, thought I, 
that God is God ? It should seem not. 
My knowledge of things at present is 
little other than speculation; and God 
sees it needful that it should become 
experimental. I have known, in general*, 
that God has an absolute right over me 
and mine, but I have trembled to come 




to particulars. He seems, however, as 
if he were determined to bring me to 
this, or to exercise his sovereignty over 
me, in something more than a general 
way. 

I have acknowledged him infinitely 
wise ; but, perhaps, I have not sufficiently 
felt my own ignorance and folly, and so 
confided all my affairs to his disposal. 
I have thought I knew his power and 
goodness ; but, perhaps, I am yet to 
learn them ; if not, whence these dis- 
tressing and distrusting apprehensions? 
Ah, me ! the pillars of my earthly com- 
forts must be shaken, and perhaps 
removed, that I may feel my dependance 
upon the Rock that supports them ! 

I am, my dear friend, 

Affectionately your’s, 

A.F, 
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Rev. Dr. , to Mrt. Melville. 

Dr. ventures in this way, un- 

noticed, and uninvited, to mingle his tears 
with dear Mrs. Melville, and her weeping 
little ones around, and to say, May that 
gracious Holy One who hath wounded, 
and who alone can heal, very eminently 
manifest his presence in the midst of 
them, and now fully prove that He is, 
and will be the Saviotu\ Oh! that you 
may hear his voice amidst the bereaving 
providence which He himself hath ap- 
pointed, speaking to your inmost affec- 
tion, in a language similar to that which 
he once used to his disciples, “What I 
do, thou knowest not now, but thou 
shalt know hereafter/’ 

Will my Lord commission me to say 
a word to his mourners, which He will 
bless to their consolation ? Then would 
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it be to tell dear Mrs. Melville, that, 

painful as the trial is, had we as much 
/ 

wisdom and as much love as our Lord 
hath, who appointed it, the very dispen- 
sation we now deplore, we ourselves 
would rejoice in. 

The Saviour cannot mistake, he cannot 
err, neither can he cease to love, for then 
he would be no longer the Saviour. 

Believe me, my dear Madam, my heart 
is wounded in the moment I write, and if 
my feelings are so much alive, what must 
your’s be? Still, my dear friend, the 
deeper the wound, the richer the balsam 
required t the heavier the pressure, the 
greater the need of some mighty stay to 
bear uf> against it. And whom can I 
propose for either, excepting the Saviour? 
Yea, your Lord, and his Lord, whose 
% remains you are weeping over, whom he 
is gone to see, and is now rejoicing with 
f$T having called him home, and fully 
c 3 
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and for ever confirmed that promise ; — 
“Where I am, there shall my servants 
be.” 

Figure to yourself the dear departed 
saint, looking down from the mansions 
of bliss, and beholding those he hath 
left behind, once so near and dear to 
him, now bathed in tears, while his happy 
spirit is in the fulness of joy, would he 
not say to you, as Jesus, his Lord, once 
said to his disciples, “ If ye loved me, 
ye would rejoice, because I go to my 
Father 1” 

What could we propose for him of 
happiness here below, whose poor dis* 
eased and dying frame you so lately saw 
oppressed with all that burden of sleep- 
less nights, and sickly, sorrowful days, 
which he then waded through, and is 
now happily relieved from. 

On his account, surely, not a single 
tear can fall. And why should -selfish* 
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ness induce sorrow for our own? The 
church hath sustained a loss, it might be 
said* No, not so; for the church above, 
and the church below, is but one; and 
what hath the Lord done in removing our 
dear departed friend, but only taken him 
from the outer court, to bring him into his 
Inner temple? He hath housed his pre- 
cious soul safely in the paradise of God. 
Now, no hissing serpent shall any more 
destroy his comfort; Jesus called him to 
himself in words like those of his to his 
spouse, so that he is gone u beyond the 
lions’ den, and the mountains of the 
leopards,” he is gone to be for ever with 
the Lord. Hail ! blessed spirit, would 
I say, (would it be permitted, or were 
it suitable and proper to congratulate 
him,) “ It is your Father’s good pleasure 
to givfe you the kingdom.” 

For ourselves, for you more especially, 
to whom this bereavement of the Lord’s 
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is particularly directed, I will not say 
that you have one attraction more to 
draw you heaven -ward : for none but 

Jesus can be the proper object of desire 
there ; but, I will say, you have one less 
to make the world desirable, than you 
had before. May a gracious God, in 
Christ, who hath loosened this cord 
below, raise your affections to the Lord 
Jesus above, “ that when Christ your 
life shall appear,” you also, my dear 
friend, with your departed husband, just 
gone, “ may appear with him in glory/* 
Farewell, my dear Mrs. M. let this 
afflicting dispensation call our spirits 
more frequently to the Throne of Grace. 
I have been supplicating the Almighty 
King, as well on your account as on my 
own, since I heard of the event. Jesus 
is a prayer-hearing God, and he is look- 
ing on. It was a sweet prayer of poor 
Hagar, in her distress ; — “Thou, God, 
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seest me, (for she said,) Have I also here 
looked after him that seeth and is look- 
ing after me?” 1 cannot ask a greater 
blessing for you and your’s, and myself 
also, than, that leaving all creature com- 
forts, we may be resting wholly upon 
Creator-fullness, and centre every hope 
and every joy where Jehovah centres all 
his glory, and that is, in the Lord Jesus 
Christ. To him 1 commit you. With 
Him I leave you, and remain your’s in 
Him. 



The Rev . Thomas T. Biddu!ph,to the same . 

Bristol , November 8, 1811, 

' My Dear Madam; 

Though I am not conscious of 
having any thing to offer for the consolation 
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of your deeply-wounded mind, with which 
you are not already acquainted; yet I 
cannot refrain from embracing the oppor- 
tunity which presents itself of sending 
you a line. 

If it serve only to assure you how 
much Mrs. Biddulph and myself sympa- 
thize with you, even the sympathy of 
friends, though it can afford no effectual 
relief, is soothing to 'the soul ; and while 
we recollect that our adorable Lord, in 
his agony, condescended to accept of 
creature comfort; even this is not to 
be despised. On Saturday, the painful 
intelligence from Pendennis reached me 
in a note from Mr. L. And as the dear 
Governor was partially known and loved 
in my parish, I endeavoured to improve 
the afflictive information on Sunday 
evening, from the pulpit. Yesterday I 
received some further information from 
our friends at Clifton. My dear friend. 
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S3Pi'."^ 



what shall I say to you 1 I have never 
sustained such a loss as your’s, and 
therefore am disqualified to write about 
it. I have known affliction, it is true ; 
but it has not been like your’s. I have 
lost children, and so have you but you 
have lost a husband also, and that hus- 
band a phoenix, endeared to you by 
twenty- five years spent in the tenderest 
intercourse. Shall I, then, endeavour to 
depreciate you loss ? I cannot. There is 
but one topic I can suggest for consola- 
tion: God! God all sufficient! Cast thy 
burden on Jehovah, and be shall sustain 
thee. He himself, omnipotence, omnis- 
cience, infinite love, are all to be con- 
sidered as connected with the painful 
dispensation into which you are brought. 
It has proceeded from the same motive 
which induced the Saviour to come into 
the world, and to offer himself up . a 
Sacrifice op the Cross. It is a necessary 
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link lb the chain, the last link of which 
is to procure glory to God in the highest. 
Should you be ready to say, “ My 
burden is heavy, too heavy for me to 
bear/* Remember, my dear Madam, that 
that if omnipotence be pledged to support 
you and your burden, it matters not how 
heavy your burden be. The weight of a 
a feather, without his aid, may be too 
much for a naturally gigantic mind; with 
his aid, the feeblest saint, the merest 
child, may bear up under a mill- stone. 
“ Without me ye can do nothing ; I can 
do all things, (and it may be added, suffer 
all things,) through Christ who strength- 
eneth me.” Should you say, “ I am unfit 
for the cares which are now necessarily 
devolved upon me; I want wisdom and 
strength for such and such duties ; I have 
been so long accustomed to lean, that I 
aip disqualified to walk alone.” Let the 
> declaration made to Abraham recur to 
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your mind. “ I am God Almighty ? Of 
rather, “ God All Sufficient.” The broken 
reed has failed, but the Rock of true 
support remains, and his strength is made 
perfect in weakness. The weakness of 
the creature affords the opportunity for 
displaying the power and grace of the 
All-Sufficient . 

But, “the separation is most agoniz- 
ing.” It is. But in God you may still 
meet and enjoy communion. Still one in 
h)m. Your beloved husband is in the 
upper part of the presence chamber. 
You are for a while in the lower. But 
the distance is imaginary. Y ou are both 
still looking at one and the same object ; 
you by faith, he in open vision. Christ 
is the uniting point. And even the differ- 
ence in the manner of deriving happiness 
from the well-spring of life, will be of 
short duration. Y ou are on the threshold 
of glory, as a believer in Jesus; whereas 
D 
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your beloved has stepped over it. 
All that is between you is the narrow 
threshold of a few years or days. The 
partition is thin, — so thin, that the sound 
of your beloved’s voice may, by faith, be 
heard, and you join in his notes of praise. 
His notes and your’s harmonize, and 
Jesus is the object of celebration of 
both. 

Pardon, my dear Madam, .this hasty* 
scrawl. May He who is “ the friend bora 
fc for adversity” be near and comfort you*! 

May his presence be your stay ! 

Believe me, with most affectionate 
sympathy, in which Mrs. Biddulph 
unites. 

Your faithful friend and servant, 

Thomas T. Biddulph, 
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From the Rev . Dr. Trotter , of the Scots 
Church , to Mrs . Jones , JFirdoti? fAe 
jRey. Thomas Jones , Chaplain of St. 
Saviour’s, Southwark . 

Dear Madam; 

Amidst a crowd of Christian mourners, 
who are ministering (as far as they can) 
to your consolation in your present great 
affliction, I persuade myself you will 
reckon it no intrusion to receive a letter A 

from your Scots friend on the same me- 
lancholy subject. Last night brought me 
the moving tidings of dear Mr. Jones’s 
death. I cannot easily express how much 
it has afflicted me, and has rendered my 
delicate frame almost incapable of the 
necessary supports of food and sleep 

The dear idea of the amiable 

man, in all the lively portraits of the 
Christian, — the unspeakable loss you ) 

D 2 
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have sustained, the pitiable case of the 
poor parish of St. Saviour’s, and what 
the church universal is likely to suffer 
by the extinction of this burning and 
shining light, — crow d into my mind whe- 
ther I will or not, and bring up the invo- 
luntary sigh. Our accpiaintance was 
indeed short; but on my side I must 
own, Christian friendship made con- 
siderable advances. I was highly de- 
lighted to see so much of the spirit of 
Jesus in some of my brethren when I 
was in London; but in your glorified 
husband, I saw so much humility, so 
much meekness and love, such expe- 
rimental knowledge of the divine truth 
upon his own soul, (not to name his 
ministerial gifts,) as endeared him to 
me above them all. 

Oh, how mysterious are the ways of 
God in such dispensations of Providence ! 

^JSuph a cumberer of the ground as I am, 
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left, while the active and useful servant 
Bf Christ is taken awayT) Did I not 
Tcnow that it has always been the way 
of our God, first to create a chaos, and 
^ to form a world, my unbelieving 
would have now been ready to say 
acob, ‘‘All these things are against 
BP^Dut the thought of this checks my 
ufesponding doubts, and in the exercise of 
faith upon the word of Him who cannot 
lie, I am made to rejoic^ that “the 
Lord sitteth upon the floods.” This, I 
hope, dear Madam, is ground of no 
small comfort to you. The disease which 
proved mortal to your best earthly friend, 
was no random shot; it was levelled 
by no unerring hand, but by the hand of 
Him whose providences to his church 
and people are all in faithfulness and 
love. Methinks I hear you reply, “ It 
is the Lord, let him do what seemeth 
Ijiro good ; the Lord gave, and the Lord 
D 3 
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hath taken away) blessed be the name of 
the Lord.” “ The cup which my father 
hath given me, shall 1 not drink it?” 
And good cause have you thus to speak. 
Tis true you have parted with the best 
of husbands ; but thy Maker, who is thy 
husband by a stronger tie, is still with 
you, and he will not fail nor forsake you. 

You have lost a most valuable com- 
panion ; but the cheering presence of 
the Beloved, of Souls shall not depart 
from you. It is a long adieu that you 
have bid to the tender partner of all 
your joys and sorrows ; but you have an 
interest in Him, whose favour is better 
than life itself, and who does not only 
say, he will share with his people in 
their griefs, but that he will bear them 
and their burdens too. You are deprived 
of him through whose means you received 
your worldly support; but the infallible 
promise nevertheless remains, “ Thy 
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bread shall be given thee, and thy water 
shall be sure.” An all sufficient God 
hath written mortality on one dear com- 
fort ; but he hath not yet written an 
“ Ichabod” upon the many he hath con- 
tinued with you. A thick veil is drawn 
over your terrestrial felicity ; but a 
bright and glorious heaven awaits you 
beyond the grave : ’tis there you and 
your lovely partner shall meet, never 
to be parted more, — and without inter* 
ruption, without imperfection : with the 
lips that mortality shall no more shut, 
you shall sing in concert with the count- 
less tribes of the ransomed of the Lord, 
whose robes are also washed, and made 
white iu the blood of the Lamb, “ Unto 
him that loved us, and washed us from 
our sins in his own blood, and hath made 
us priests unto God, and his Father, to 
him be glory and dominion ior ever and 
ever. Amen.” 
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Shall I beg, dear Madam, the favour 
of a few lines from your own hand ? It 
will be an ease to my mind under my 
present trial in the death of my reverend 
and worthy brother, to know you are 
weH, and enabled to bear the stroke, 
not with a sullen, but a cheerful resig- 
nation to the will of God. I trust you 
have no difficulty in believing all is well, 
and that all shall be welt It must be 
eo, — Jehovah reigns ! My wife takes 
part with me in your affliction, and 
joins in tendering our most cordial re- 
spects; and 

I am, dear Madam, 

Your affectionate friend, 

And most humble servant, 
John Trotter. 
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Extract of a Letter . 

Your husband was one of the main 
instruments of conveying every spiritual 
and temporal blessing I enjoy; and, oh, 
that my. sinful heart could as readily 
>say, “Bless the Lord, who hath taken 
away !” 1 ought to rejoice in the per- 
suasion of the victory the departed has 
gained, through Jesus Christ, over the 
grave, and of his being united with the 
church triumphant above, &c. Remem- 
ber, He who said, “Weep not!” wept 
at the tomb of a beloved friend, — yet 
not immoderately ; he manifested no 
impatience, — it was a silent, rectified, 
well-regulated effusion of affliction. May 
the balm of heaven be poured into your 
wounded mind. Afflictions evince the 
love of God, and his solicitude for our 
salvation ; since, when sanctified, they 
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are salutary in their application, gracious 
in their effects, and glorious in the end. 
The Lord is still nigh to heal the broken 
hearted : He is at hand to relieve, by 
his counsel and comfort, the widow and 
fatherless. I have a good hope, that 
you will be enabled to imitate the pa- 
tience of the saints on trying occasions. 
One “held his peace,” — another said, 
“ It is well,” — another declared, “ It is 
the Lord ; let him do what seemeth him 
good!”— another was “dumb,” because 
the Lord did it. 

May we henceforth cease from impro- 
perly estimating any created good; for 
there is nothing in created comfort that 
can meet the wants of immortal souls. 

H. 



Could T, by any means, convey the 
healing balm into your wounded Spirit, 
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what satisfaction would it give me, to 
find the chief end of my writing to you 
thus accomplished. I, however, am too 
weak, too unworthy an instrument to 
hope to be employed in so good a work ; 
but the great, the good Physician to 
whom it belongs, by office, to “ comfort 
them that mourn, and bind up the broken 
hearted,” He hath prepared most excel- 
lent and sovereign cordials for you ; yet, 
like a - wayward and feverish patient, 
you turn' away your head from the cup 
of consolation. You again say, “You 
honestly acknowledge you don’t wish 
for comfort.” What then, my dear Ma- 
dam, shall I say to you ? What subject 
will be most congenial to your present 
state of mind ? One just now occurs 
to me, — a weeping prophet will, per- 
haps, be a more agreeable companion 
than one who is anxious to wipe away 
the falling tear from your eyes: allow 
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me then to beg you would take up the 
Bible just now, and read attentively the 
third chapter of the Lamentations of 
Jeremiah. — I suppose you have now got 
to the end of the 20th verse, and are 
mingling your tears with the Prophet’s, 
saying. Ah ! how descriptive of my si- 
tuation; yes, “ 1 am the one that hath 
seen affliction by the rod of his wrath, 
he hath made me desolate.” Well, my 
dear Madam, are not ypu willing to read 
on ? Attend then to what follows, and, 
oh, that you may be enabled to make 
this as much your own as the former 
part of the chapter, especially the 24th 
verse ! Surely no soul that can say, 
“ The Lord is my portion,” can ever 
have any cause to sorrow as those who 
have no hope. God is that, and infinitely 
more to his people than the best of 
earthly husbands, parents, or children 
was, or ever could be. Do you, my 
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dear Madam, believe this ? If you do, 
oh, trust in God! If not, assuredly, 
you have still greater cause for grief 
and mourning than any you have yet 
experienced. 



To Alexander Murray, Esq, 

My Dear Sir; 

The post of this day conveyed to me 
your melancholy and pleasing letter ; 
melancholy, as it brought the account 
of a loss which must and ought to be 
severely felt; but pleasing, as it repre- 
sents the state of your own soul to be 
such as must infallibly turn every loss 
into gain. Faith working by love is the 
true philosopher’s stone, which turns 

E 
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every thing into gold; as the gift and 
operation of God, it is itself pure sterling 
gold, the value and virtue of which are 
known when it is tried in the fire. 

It is then found to be much more 
precious than gold, which perisheth ; 
and it will be brought out, to the praise 
and honour and glory of him that gave 
it, at the appearing of its Author and 
Finisher, Jesus Christ. This world is a 
world of trial to all ; one Lord presides 
in it, who knoweth how to reserve the 
unjust to the day of judgment, to be 
punished; and deliver the godly out of 
temptations, to be glorified for evermore. 
How different are their characters, pur- 
suits, and ends ! How happy, my dear 
Sir, are you, whom God hath taught the 
truth which is after godliness! the truth 
as it is in Jesus, which makes us free 
from sin and death. This is the great 
antidote to the poison of him who was, 



a liar and a murderer from the beginning. 
As a lie separated us from God, so its 
opposite, the truth, brings us to him. 
The faithful saying, and worthy of all 
acceptation, is, “That Jesus Christ came 
into the world to save sinners;** and 
they who can trust God for this, may 
trust him for all things, — they may trust 
him for love unchangeable and ever- 
lasting ; and that love is the secret 
spring of all his dispensations towards, 
them; nay, it is not always the secret 
spring ; for his presence with them in 
trouble often lays it open to their view. 
“ When thoU passest through the waters, 
I will be with thee ; and when thou 
goest through the fire, thou shalt not 
be burnt; neither shall the flame kindle 
upon thee.” When the three captive Jews 
were cast bound into the burning fiery 
furnace, what a sight presented itself 
to the tyrant who had put them there ! 
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“ Lo ! I see four men walking loose in * * 
the midst of the fire, and the form of 
the fourth is like the Son of God! 
The consequence was, that when they 
“came out, not a hair of their head 
was singed, nor had the smell of fire 
passed upon them.” 

The same Son of God has promised to 
you, and them, “ Lo, I am with you al- 
ways, even unto the end of the world.” 

He hath no where said, in the world ye 
shall not have tribulation ; but he hath 
said directly the contrary ; and “ His 
name is Immanuel, God with us” in all. 

He hath engaged as a refiner's fi*%, to 
purge away all our dross, and to take 
away all our sin, and to give us his own 
righteousness, salvation, nature, &c. upon 
which the smell of fire cannot pass, nor 
any change, or losses, or crosses, make 
the least alteration. 

Nay, in all these things we are more 
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than conquerors, through him that loved 
us 7 and I am persuaded, that neither 
height nor depth, nor life nor death, 
nor any other creature, shall be able to 
separate us from the love of God, which 
is in Christ Jesus, our Lord. Romans, viii. 
38 , 39 . 

Here are the wells of salvation, and 
with such sources open to us, with faith 
to have constant recourse to them, we 
need not doubt but that where our tribu- 
lations abound, our consolations shall 
abound also, And that, infinitely more, and 
infinitely more. 

W . B. Cadogan, 
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From the Rev . J • Berridge, to flfr. 
Edwards, of Ipswich , on the Death of 
his Wife. 

Dear Brother; 

Mr. Winter informs ifte of the loss of 
your dear wife. You once knew she was 
mortal ; but she has put off mortality, 
and is become immortal. Should this 
cause you to grieve immoderately ? Oh, 
that I was where she is now ! 

« Safe landed on that p^acdfol shore, 

Where pilgrims meet to part no more." 



•She was once a mourning sinner in the 
wilderness ; but is now a glorified saint in 
Zion. The Lord has become her ever- 
lasting light, and the days of her mourn- 
ing are ended. Does this overWhelm 
you 1, She was once afflicted with bodily 
pains and weakness, encompassed with 
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family cares, and harassed with a crowd 
of anxious needless fears ; but she is now 
arrived at her Father’s house, and Jesus, 
dear Jesus, has wiped away all tears from 
her eyes, and freed her in a moment from 
pain, and care, and fear, and want; 
and shall this inake you sorrow as those 
that have no hope ? 



“ She ranges now the heavenly plains. 

And sings in sweet heart-melting strains; 
And now her son! begins to prove 
Hie heights and depths of Jesn’s love : 
He cheers with an eternal smile, 

She sings hosanna all the while, 
Overwhelm’d with raptnre sweet,— 

Sinks down adoring at his feet.” 



You have not left your wife; she has 
only left you for a moment, — left an 
earthly husband, to visit a heavenly 
Father, and expects yonr arrival there 
soon, to join her hallelujahs for redeeming 
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love. Are you still weeping ? — weeping, 
because your wife can weep no more, — 
weeping, because she is happy, — eter- 
nally, gloriously happy ; weeping, because 
she is joined to the glorious assembly 
where all are kings and priests, — weep- 
ing, because she is daily feasted with 
heavenly manna, and is hourly drinking 
new wine in her Father’s kingdom, — 
weeping, because she is where you would 
he , and long to be eternally, — weeping, 
because she is singing, and singing 
sweeter anthems to her God and your 
God. Jesus has fetched his bride trium- 
phant home to his kingdom, to draw 
your soul more ardently thither; he has 
broken up a cistern, to bring you nearer, 
and’ keep you closer to bis fountain, — 
has caused a moment’s separation, to 
divorce your affection from the creature, 
and has torn a wedding ring from your 
heart, to set it bleeding more freely, and 
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panting more vehemently for God. Here- 
after you will see how gracious the Lord 
has been in calling a beloved wife home, 
to betroth the husband more effectually 
to himself. Remember that the house of 
mourning becomes and befriends a sinner, 
and that sorrow is a safe companion for a 
pilgrim , who walks much astray , till his 
heart is well broken , May all your tears 
flow from a right channel, and every sigh 
waft your heart to Jesus. May the God 
of all consolation comfort you in life, 
and in death, afford us both a triumphant 
entrance into his kingdom. 

J. B. 

From the Rev, Robert Hall , of Leicester , 
to Mr, Harwood, 

My Dear Friend ; 

I cannot express the emotions of soul 
I felt on receiving from your valuable 
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son an account of the death of his dear 
Mamma. I often realize in my mind, and 
think I see you in various postures, and 
with indications of heartfelt sorrow, and 
pungent perplexity. 

Oh ! the piercing pangs of grief, 
attending such a separation ! They 
cannot be expressed, nor pictured but 
in idea. I have felt, I daily feel for you, 
and your dear children ; your and their 

loss is great indeed.— More but- 

stop, my friend, — the sluices of sorrow 
ought not to be kept open, but the torrent 
of grief abated, lest it swell beyond the 
bounds of Christian moderation, and 
overwhelm the soul. 

How favourable to mourners is the 
blessed Gospel ! Gaze not, therefore, on 
the dark side of the cloud; the dark 
and sable dispensation is tinged with 
radiant beams of the Sun of Righteous- 
ness, and portends a glorious coming 
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day, Could you hear this dear de- 
parted spirit, her language would be, 
* Refrain from tears, I am well, weep not 
for me.’ 

Consider, my dear friend, he who gave 
her, reserved a superior right to her: 
thi^ she sweetly acquiesced in; and 
though she gave herself to y<m for a 
time, yea, till time with her should be 
no more, she gave herself to the Lord in 
everlasting covenant, never to be for- 
gotten. The Lord, her first, her best 
husband, was not willing to bear her 
absence any longer, and, therefore, sent 
his chariot to convey her home, saying, 
“ Arise, my fair one, and come away.” 

My friend, you will likewise consider, 
that you and she are not far separated ; 
for, although all communication be now 
broken off, you are yet, and will for 
ever continue in the same house, even 
the house of mercy, that divine, capa- 
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clous , and beautiful structure, which 
Jehorah hath said " shall be built up 
for ever.” In that house are many 
mansions ; we are in the lower apart- 
ments, while she is admitted to the large 
upper room, where Jesus keeps the feast 
with his disciples; and by and by, I 
hope the Lord will give us a gracious 
beckon, and say, “ Come up hither.** 

You know, Sir, it is an evil time, a 
gloomy prospect attends the land; her 
righteous soul may in mercy be taken 
from the evil to come. However, ’tis in 
the Lord’s hands, who says, “ Be still, 
and know that I am God !” Difficulties 
and increasing cares, *tis true, devolve 
upon you ; but know that the Lord is 
all-sufficient. It makes not much differ- 
ence whether burdens be lessened or 
increased, if strength be in exact pro- 
portion; and he who cannot lie, hath 
said, “ My strength is made perfect in 
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weakness,” and “ as thy day is, so shall 
thy strength be.” 

Creatures like candles are very useful, 
and always most prized when the sun is 
absent ; but if he arise, we can then do 
without them. May the Lord arise and 
shine, and his glory light upon you and 
yours. As death does not separate from 
the Lord, neither does it divide the 
saints from one another. Your spirit 
and her’s daily meet at the same throne, 
— she to praise, you to pray ; therefore, 
in that sense, though you be absent in 
body, you are present in spirit, and after 
awhile you will meet in person, to part 
no more; for “those that sleep in Jesus, 
will the Lord bring with him.” In the 
mean time, we are called to walk by 
faith, and not by sight ; and he in whom 
we may safely confide, hath declared, 
“All things work together for good . 0 
It was a reconciling thought to me in 
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great trouble, that afflictions are com- 
pared in Scripture to workmen, all em« 
ployed and busy in the Christian's 
behalf. They work for you, — it might 
have been against you, as it frequently is 
found. They work together, not sepa- 
rately, but in happy harmony. I then 
thought, the more the better, if God 
direct and point out their employment, 
for the end to be accomplished, is a “ far 
more exceeding and an eternal weight of 
glory.” As persons take pleasure in 
reviewing the industrious workman, so 
the Christian, with Paul, may rejoice not 
only in the Lord, but in his tribulation 
. also. “ I take pleasure in afflictions,” &c. 

If God send a great affliction, (thought 
I,) we may then consider it a fresh 
workman, engaged in our favour; and 
not only so, but look upon it as one, 
who, in consequence of singular strength, 
will dispatch business (though of a heavy 
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nature) at a greater pace. Thus, those 
for whom they are employed, will grow 
rich at last. 

Among others, let patience have its 
perfect work; she is a pensive, but a 
precious grace ; have likewise labours 
abundant in the Lord. Desire goes in 
search after celestial productions. Hope 
stands on tip-toe to view them, and Faith 
goes to receive them, and bring them 
home. w Thus the just shall live by his 
faith; for what Faith brings, Love cor- 
dially receives, and volition bids it wel- 
come. Joy sings, and makes sweet 
melody, Peace possesseth, Rest receives, 
and Fear causeth to quake, and Jealousy 
to tremble. 

How well it is for the soul when 
Tribulation worketh for her, and when 
every grace is active in her ! Angels 
encamp about her, and God rejoiceth 
in her to do her good. 

F 2 
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I would not be tedious,— excuse my 
prolixity. I remain your affectionate and 
sympathizing friend, and, I hope, brother 
in the kingdom and patience of Christ 
Jesus. 

Robert. Hall. 



From a Clergyman . 

My Dear Friend; 

It was the invisible hand of my Father 
in heaven, that directed the hand of my 
friend on earth, to write to me at the 
time you did. Yes; your kind sympathy, 
your consolations, drawn from the Foun- 
tain of Truth, and poured into my bleed- 
ing heart, soothed my sorrow, and filled 
me with comfort.* It was not I that was 
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sick, it was my beloved partner and com- 
panion ; and, ah, she was sick unto death ! 
That dear friend is torn from my side ; 
that truly humble Christian ; meek, mild, 
unostentatious ; that truly faithful servant 
of the Lord ; the most affectionate of 
...wives, the tenderest of parents, the most 
sincere of friends : after fighting a good 
fight, finished her course on Saturday 
last. Dear departed saint ! She has taken 
the wings of a dove, she has “ fled away,” 
and she “ is at rest.” She is not lost, but 
gone before. — Oh, comfortable truth, my 
darling “ is not dead, but sleepeth.” What 
a comfort would it be to me to have an 
hour’s conversation with you ; — to open 
my whole heart to you; — to show you 
how I am grieved , and how I am sup- 
ported! Yes, I am grieved and com- 
forted ; I am full of earthly sorrow, and 
heavenly joy. Blessed salutary mixture ! 
It is the sort of medicine the Physician 
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of souls saw necessary for me. He has 
long given me iweets , why should he not 
also give me bitter* ? — Bitters are bracers, 
and those he has mercifully mixed in my 
cup. I trust I shall never complain; — 
I know “ it is in very faithfulness he has 
caused me to be troubled:” — “Shall we 
receive good at the hand of God, and 
shall we not receive evil ?” I know u it 
is the Lord, let him do what seemeth to 
him good.” Better, my dear friend, to 
be afflicted, than left at ease. 1 thank my 
God, I am not left in the awful predica- 
ment of Moab ; “Moab hath been left at 
ease ; he hath settled on his lees, and hath 
not been emptied from vessel to vessel ; 
therefore his scent is not changed.” This 
is a dangerous state, but a merciful God 
hath taken me out of it. He hath blown 
with his north wind to disturb the dan- 
gerous calm; and He blows with his 
south wind, to dispel all fears of a storm. 
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He has thrown me into the burning fiery 
furnace of affliction, but with the eye of 
faith, I see one, whose form is not only 
like, but is really and absolutely the Sqn 
of God, walking with me. Ah! Hdw 
necessary is that furnace ! It is neces- 
sary, at least for me, to purge and burn 
away the dross I have brought with me 
into, and the dross I have contracted by 
mixing with a sinful world. 

C. S. 



Letter from a Lady . 

How can I have been so long silent 
to my ever dearest sister, who has of late 
doubled ^ every obligation I before owed 
her, and made me a seven-fold debtor to 
her and my loved brother. Let poignant 
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anguish, which creates disorder both in 
body and mind, plead my excuse, and 
there can be no doubt but it will to you, 
my dear, who, beside your own suffering, 
on the late trying occasion, have taken 
upon you mine with the tenderest sym- 
pathy. Thank God, I feel better in 
health ; and my mind has received, 
through mercy, so much of the divine 
teaching, as to change its naturally rebel- 
lious state into a submission which pro- 
duces composure, and a desire to say, 
at all times, “Even so, Eather, for so it 
seemeth good in thy sight.” I have in- 
deed lost a jewel out of my casket, of no 
common water or value; but my best 
comfort is, that it will be found when 
the Lord maketh up his number, and I 
shall then behold it in a resplendency, 
which the frailty and infirmity of human 
nature dimmed and darkened. When we 
are made like unto Him, who hath loved 
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and given himself for us, we sludl be 
experimentally acquainted with the bliss 
of the dear object we now lament; but, 
till then, our conceptions fall far below 
it, and therefore we go on sighing and 
weeping, selfishly regarding the sad va- 
cancies we find at every step. Even my * 
Bible reminds me of my loss: — How 
often have we talked over the sacred 
page, and I paused in reading it, to hear 
the wisdom which he had so rapidly ex- 
tracted from it, and to be taught by Him ! 
The pleasure I had in perusing human 
writers, was often derived from the idea 
of being able to talk with my loved B — 
upon them, and to learn what he thought, 
and in what estimation he held them. 
His image I find evere where, hut his 
place is no where to be found, but by the 
eye of faith. No longer earthly like us, 
we must deal with him as with all other 
spiritual things, — exercise our intellec- 
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tual powers when we would get a sight 
of him ; — and these (highly to be es- 
teemed as they are) grow faint and dim 
from the hindrance of flesh and blood, 
and afford but faint glimpses of beatified 
spirits. Yet a little while, and the veil 
* shall be removed ; He that shall come, 
will come, and take home his family, not 
in the order which human judgment would 
prescribe, (as I painfully feel and wonder 
at,) but as seemeth best to Him whose 
ways are not as our ways, because He 
is infinite in wisdom, and there is a sa- 
cred, though mysterious arrangement, in 
the whole of his providence, which our 
comparatively unhallowed discernment 
cannot discover. Let me, then, without 
inquiry, aud without distrust, lie pros- 
trate before him, and martyred, as some 
of my fondest expectations are, say, 
Lord, thou art righteous in all thy ways, 
and just in all thy judgments. I have 
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felt much, for you to-day, my dear friends, 

in your return to , but I trust you 

find the God of all comfort dispersing 
the gloomy line which death has inscribed 
upon your habitation, and that you can 
legibly read, “ Blessed are the dead 
which die in the Lord,” for your best 
consolation. Thank God, I feel better 

since my return from , haying been 

carried through some of that bitterness 
of sorrow, which the meeting with such 
near and dear relatives occasions after 
such a trial. 

Mr. F called here last evening; 

his conversation was truly Christian; he 
spoke to the dear young people upon the 
use they ought to make of this trying 
dispensation. He told them, it had this, 
language; “Acquaint thyself now with, 
God; and be at peace ; v and if this was 
done, the uncertainty of life was no evil. 
Farewell, my dearest sister! M. B. 
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A Father's Letter , when under the deepest 
affliction . 



Madam; 

I thank you very siucerely for your 
truly Christian letter. Would that I 
could realize' the truths I admit! but 
my heart is broken. This blow from the 
hand of the Lord has laid me pros- 
trate. I can scarce look up. It is 
not the loss of one of the finest lads 
that ever lived; it is not the dreadful 
circumstances that accompanied his 
death, that has so broken me down. 
It is a deep sense of sin that distresses 
me, and that has thus drawn a good and 
gracious God “out of his place* to 
execute “ his strange work.” I do not 
inquire with Job, — Wherefore contendest 
thou with me?” for he was a perfect 
man ; no ! I would rather say, “ I will 
bear the indignation of the Lord, for 
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I hare sinned, and it is of bis mer- 
cies that I am not consumed” 

We know not the intention in the 
privation; it may be in tender mercy* 
But it is most probable, and it may 
be most profitable to view it in the 
light of just judgment. Like every 
other blessing, 1 did not properly 
value it. I did not rightly improve it. 
Oh! every angry thought, every hasty 
expression, every impatient feeling to^ 
wards my poor boy, now fills me with 
condemnation and sorrow. 1 feel that 
no time on earth can do away the dis- 
tressing remembrance of his end ; but 
let me be understood, 1 do not com- 
plain of God, why should I ? for the 
punishment of my sins. The Lord kn owe th 
that not a sigh has escaped my heart, 
nor a murmur my lips; nor has a hard 
thought been entertained for a moment 
towards him, dreadful as this trial has 
G 
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been. It is the Lord! I would be not 
only silent,, but acquiesce. It was my 
first thought when on my knees in the 
street, at midnight (just as I left my 
bed) with my poor bleeding boy in my 
arms, (who flew from a window in the 
impetus of brain fever,) Lord ! this is 
dreadful, — but thou art just. Oh ! Ma- 
dam ! what a tale of woe ! Fearfulness 
and trembling have come upon me, and' 
horror hath overwhelmed me. But, sur- 
rounded as I have been by terror, mi- 
sery^ and death, my belief in the gracious 
character of God is unaltered; it is 
unshaken; it is rooted; yea, where He 
to slay me, to consign me where I de- 
serve to be, — the lowest place in hell; 
there I would acknowledge his good- 
ness, mercy, and justice, and bless his 
holy name. But blessed, for ever blessed 
be his name ! I am not cut off ; and 
though cast down, I am not destroyed. 
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I would draw consolation from the event 
itself No mercy of God ever drew me 
so near him as this judgment has driven 
me. It seems to be just the very one I 
needed; and was, peradventure, sent to 
perfect that which concerneth me. It 
has, indeed, broken my heart; and sub- 
dued my spirit ; but I do, indeed, feel 
more solicitous to retain its salutary 
effects, than that the bitterness of the 
cup should pass away. I feel I shall 
go mourning all my days ; but I would 
not exchange that feeling for all the 
joys of the world. Sometimes I am al- 
most ready to despair. But the word of 
God , — and that is very faithfulness itself, 
always cheers me. And this passage has 
been of unspeakable comfort to me, — 
“As many as 1 love, I rebuke and 
chasten.” Had not the Lord cared for 
me, he would have let me alone. How 
great the blessing, — how unutterable the 
G 2 
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mercy, is the hope that, though visited 
with stripes, l may be included in the 
Apostle’s “nevertheless” 

I cannot conclude without telling you 
how the Lord mingled mercy with judg- 
ment. He sent the oil and wine of con- 
solation, which flowed in upon us from 
all quarters ; but for this, one grave 
might have sufficed us all. The whole 
town seemed to be raised to weep with 
us. The tender affection of our dear 
relatives; the sympathy of the world; 
the love and prayers of our dear minis- 
ters and Christian friends ; and, above 
all, the support of our God and Saviour, 
held us up. 

I do entreat you remember me at the 
Throne of Grace; next to the interces- 
sion of my Saviour, I value the prayers 
of his saints. 

I should tell you of another blessing ; 
but, indeed, there was no summing them 
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up ; my health ha$ been remarkably 
spared, though for three months my 
eyes were held waking ; and I am de- 
livered from that dreadful thrilling of 
the blood which seemed to come from 
the heart, and rush through every hair 
of my head. 

Your’s, gratefully, 



A Letter from Mr. Balfour , one of the 
Ministers of Glasgow, whose only Son 
was drowned token visiting at the House 
of Mr. Dennison , with his Son, who 
escaped. 

August, 17 60. 



Sir; 

J beg you will let me know particu- 
larly how you and Mrs. Dennison are. 
I can say with truth, that from the 
G 3 
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moment of receiving the severe shock, an 
anxiety about you all hath mixed itself 
with almost all tears and prayers on 
my account I once thought of making 
personal inquiry for your family this 
morning, but have delayed it till to- 
morrow morning, that I might, by these 
few lines, prepare you and myself for 
the interview. If my intended visit is 
on any account, or in any way disagree- 
able, fully tell me, for nothing is more 
remote from my mind, than giving the 
least pain to any one of you. So far am 

I from looking with an evil eye at — * 

as the cause of my distress ; the loss 
of my dear boy appears to be attended 
with many alleviating circumstances, 
which probably could not have been 
the case any where else. The time, the 
divinely appointed time was come for 
his removal from the tender embraces 
of a fond parent. And since this was 
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the divine will, I dare not say unkind, 
or unjust, of his and my Father in 
heaven. — I adore and bless his name 
for enabling me to acquiesce with per- 
fect satisfaction in his sovereign will. 
I knew this high and unsearchable will 
of God took effect amidst all that im- 
mediate attention which a parent’s eye, 
a parent’s hand, a parent’s breast could 
have thought of for his safety; instead, 
therefore, of one reflection, I now must 
sincerely give, and if able, will in per- 
son give, with my whole heart, the 
most grateful acknowledgments to you, 
and all about your house, for flying to 
the instant relief of my perishing child ; 
— that Lady first. And, The good God 
who frustrated all these kind and friendly 
endeavours, which I shall never forget, 
has taught me, and will teach you, 
“ he does all things well, according to 
the counsel of his own will.” I greatly 
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feel for the deep distress it has brought 
upon you, and worthy Mrs. Dennison, 
and because you participate so much 
in my sorrow. I wish now, my dear 
Captain, to set before you some' of 
the consolations which have relieved 
my otherwise sorrowful spirits ; the 
God who hath visited me with this 
sore calamity, has, I assure you, been 
to me a “ God of all comfort.” " When 
afflictions abound, his consolations are 
made much more to abound ; he hath 
comforted me by fixing my attention on 
his divine perfections, his glorious, gra- 
cious character, design, and relations; 
I see there can be no error nor rashness 
in any part of infinite wisdom; nor 
cruelty nor unkindness in the intention of 
Him , who is righteous, and good, and 
merciful. I desire to kiss the Sovereign 
Rod, and him who hath appointed it, in 
remembering his exhortation not to des- 
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pise the chastening of the Lord, nor faint, 
when rebuked of him. 

I hope that you and Mrs. Dennison 
will not be afraid to meet me ; I shall 
endeavour to comfort you with the con- 
solations which are in Jesus Christ ; they 
are strong, everlasting; and when the 
streams of worldly eomforts are dried up, 
whither should we go but to the comforts 
of divine love and faith ? This is a foun- 
tain winch pours forth its gracious influ- 
ence, adapted to all our situations. This 
dispensation is to teach us the vanity of 
this life, and the temporary nature of all 
earthly joy; the all-sufficient God is our 
only portion. What is this world, with all 
its riches, honours, pleasures, and con- 
nections, without God for ever? What 
can we want that is good for us ? 
“ Though our house be not so with God, 
he hath made with us an everlasting 
covenant, ordered in all things and sure,” 
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We may well add, “This is all our salvation 
and all our desire,” and with the prophet 
Habakkuk, — i( Although the fig-tree 
should not blossom, yet we will rejoice 
in the God of our salvation/’ Oh, how 
divine is that religion that presents such 
truths to the mind ; how solacing are its 
comforts I Let us look forward to the 
bright morning of the resurrection, which 
will turn all our sorrow into joy; then 
shall our companions in the faith and 
patience of Jesus Christ appear with him 
in glory. How wondrously changed their 
forms I No more corruption, no more 
tendency to disease or death, no possi- 
bility of any future separation; shining 
forth in all the perfection of unfading 
beauty, spotless purity, and immortal 
honour* The unfolded mystery of re- 
demption and the glory of their Saviour 
will open, and show them such resplendent 
surveys of grace and greatness, as shall 
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more than satisfy them with regard to 
past events ; the most overwhelming 
and confounding, will fill them with 
eternal admiration. I trust you will not 
be offended at the freedom and earnest- 
ness with which a friend, more than ever 
concerned for your best interests, has 
written. 

Be assured, I sincerely wish for you, 
health, prosperity, and every good thing. 



Speech of the Rev . Mr. Samuel Domforth, 
of Roxhury , New England , on occasion 
of the Death of three of his Children , 
the eldest of whom was remarkably pious 
and intelligent. — From Mather's History 
of New England , Book IV. 

If any that see my grief should say 
unto me, as the Danites unto Micah, 
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What ailetk thee ? I thank God I cannot 
answer as he did, “They have taken 
away my gods/’ My heart was indeed 
somewhat set upon my children, espe- 
cially the eldest, but they were none of 
my gods, none of my portion ; —my por- 
tion is whole and untouched unto this 
day. To understand myself, and to com- 
municate unto my hearers, the spiritual 
meaning and compass of the law and 
rule and the nature of gospel obedience 
hath been my design and work, upon 
which I have employed much reading 
and study; and what faith, hope, love, 
patience, &c., the glorious wisdom, 
power, and mercy, of God, do oblige us 
to render, I have endeavoured to set 
forth before you. What, if God will now 
try whether they were mere notions and 
speculations that I spoke, or whether I 
believed as I spoke, and whether there 
be any divine spark in my heart? I. 
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remember him that said to Abraham, v 
Hereby I know that thou fearest me, in 
that thou hast not withheld from me thy 
son , thine only son . It is the pleasure 
of God, that (besides all that may be 
gained by reading, and studying, and 
preaching) I should learn and teach obe- 
dience by the things that I suffer; — the 
holy fire is not to be fetched for you, out 
of such a flint as I am, without smiting. 
Not long before these strokes lit upon 
us, it pleased God marvellously to quicken 
our hearts, (both mine and my wife’s,) 
and to stir up in us most earnest desires 
after himself; — and, now he hath taken 
our children, will he accept us unto freer 
and fuller communion with himself, blessed 
be his holy name ! I trust the Lord hath 
done, what he hath done, in wisdom, and 
faithfulness, and dear love; and that in 
taking these pleasant things from me, he 
exercises and expresses as tender affec- 
H 
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tion unto me, as I now express towards 
them, in mourning for the loss of them. 
I desire, with Ephraim, to bemoan my- 
self, &c. Jeremiah xxxi. IB, 19. Oh, that 
I might hear the Lord answering me, as 
he did. Terse 20. It is meet to be said to 
God; u We have borne chastisement, we 
will not offend ; what we see not, teach 
thou us; and if we have done iniquity, 
we will do so no more.” — We know, and 
God much more knows enough in us, and 
by us, to justify his repeated strokes, 
though we cannot tax ourselves with any 
known way of disobedience. My desire 
is, that none may be overmuch dismayed 
at what hath befallen us; and let no man, 
by any means, be offended. Who may 
say to the Lord, What doit thou ? I can 
say, from my heart, Though what is come 
upon us is very dreadful and amazing, 
yet £ consent unto the will of God, that 
it is good. Doth not the goldsmith cast 
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his metal into the furnace ? and you, hus- 
bandmen, do you not cause the flail to 
pass over your grain, not that you hate 
your wheat, but that you desire pure 
bread? Had our children replied when 
we corrected , them, we could not have 
borne it; but, poor hearts, they did us 
reverence; how much rather should we 
be subject to the Father of Spirits, and 
( live! You know, that nine years since, I 
was in a desolate condition, without 
father, without mother, without wife, 
without children ; but, what a. father, and 
mother, and wife, have been bestowed 
upon me, and are still continued, though 
my children are removed ! And, above 
all, though I cannot deny, but that it 
pierceth my very heart to call to remem- 
brance the voice of my dear children, 
calling Father, father! a voice now not 
heard ; yet I bless God it doth far more 
refresh and rejoice me, to hear the Lord 
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continually calling unto me, My son , my 
son ! despise not the chastening of the 
Lord , nor faint thou when thou art cor- 
rected of him. And blessed be God, that 
he doth not despise the affliction of the 
afflicted, nor hide his face from him. It 
was the consideration that God had 
sanctified and glorified himself, by strik- 
ing an holy awe and dread of his majesty 
into the hearts of his people, that made 
Aaron hold his peace; and if the Lord 
will glorify himself by my family, and by 
these awful strokes upon me, quickening 
parents unto their duty, and awakening 
their children to seek after the Lord, I 
shall desire to be content, though my 
name be cut off. And, I beseech you, 
be earnest with the Lord for us, that he 
would keep us from sinning against him, 
and that he would teach us to sanctify 
his name ; and though our dear branches 
have forsaken us, yet that He, who hath 
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promised to be with his children in six 
troubles*, and in seven, would not forsake 
us. My heart truly would be consumed, 
and would even die within me, but that 
the good will of him who dwelt in the 
burning bush, and his good word of pro- 
mise, are my trust and stay . 



Extract of a Letter from a Clergyman on 
the Death of his Child . 

I know bow you have been exercised 
at different times, with the trials that 
belong to our vale of tears, and I have 
had some struggling in it lately, which I 
can mention to you, because you can 
feel with me. This day week, my little 
only boy was taken from the miseries of 
H 3 
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children are recovering* This is mercy. 
May that mercy, grace, and peace be 
with yon and your’s. 

Your assured friend, 

R. S. 



From a Son in dying Circumstances , to 
his Mother at the point of Death . 

Dearest, kindest, best of mothers* may 
the Almighty shed his best blessings 
around you, and our Saviour take you 
under the shadow of his wings ! then y can 
no danger spiritual or bodily assail you, 
for you will rest on the Rock of Ages. 
Whatever may be the result with me, this 
is the support for which I pray, and that 
if may be extended to you; I hope the 
desire of my heart for both of us is, that 
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we may be washed in the blood of atone- 
ment from all that we fancy good in our- 
selves, and all that we know to be evil, 
that so the perfect righteousness of Jesus 
Christ may be placed over us, and that 
we may shine for ever in the spotless robe 
of his glory. Whether we live or die, this 
is the desire of my heart The idea, at 
times, transports me, of that sure, and 
surely not far distant day ; when, set free 
for ever from the imperfections of flesh, 
we shall meet again, to enjoy the delights 
of love and friendship in that blessed 
place where God shall wipe away all tears 
from every eye, and Jesus himself shall 
receive us as brothers and sisters to his 
home. 

I was thunderstruck yesterday by the 
first (and it was full) intimation of your 
illness. Dearest mother, be assured that 
you have long had my most earnest 
prayers ; although my weakness now may 
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diminish their fervour, I trust it shall not 
their sincerity. 

Signed, R. £. D. 

I was afraid to write so long a letter 
with my own hand. 



From a Clergyman . 

My Dear Lady ; 

I trust you are enabled to say from 
experience now, that it is really “ better 
(or more profitable) to go into the house 
of mourning” than any other earthly scene ; 
it is there we learn the end of all men , 
and the living lay it to heart ; it is there 
we learn wisdom, and are led to say 
within ourselves, What shall I do in the 
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end thereof ? It is there we learn to think 
and reflect; whereas the grand plan of 
the enemy to our peace is to destroy v 
recollection. The heart of the wise is 
in the house of mourning, hut the HEART 
of fools is in the house of mirth . Who, 
then, are the wise of this world ? 

In the parable of the ten virgins, we find . 
that five who were wise had oil in their 
lamps when the bridegroom came, this 
parable being an emblem of our Lord’s 
second coming, “At midnight there was 
a cry made. Behold the bridegroom 
cometh here he is described as coming 
unexpectedly, and so surely will it be 
with us. The day of our death is the day 
of his coming, to all who do not live to 
see his second advent. Of this we know 
not the day nor the hour. To have oil in 
our lamps, or the love and faith of. Christ 
in our hearts , is true wisdom ; for he then 
comes a second time with joy to those 




Digitized by CjOOQ LC 
! . ° 



84 



who love his appearing, — to those who 
are looking for him. If, then, the school 
of affliction, which it has pleased the 
Lord to bring you into, has taught you to 
say, “ It is good for me that I have been 
afflicted, that I might learn thy statutes,” 
you then use the language of a sanctified 
heart. Indeed, I was much pleased at 
your observations on this last loss you 
sustained. I trust the Lord has begun 
a good work in you, and that you may 
follow the light afforded you in this vale 
of tears. Through the valley of the 
shadow of death we must all pass; — 
Are we living to him alone who can sup- 
port us in that passage ? living so, that 
an entrance shall be ministered unto us 
abundantly into the everlasting kingdom 
of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 
We should, in our search after heavenly 
things, be well assured that it is the 
heaven of the Bible we are seeking. It is 
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a most fatal mistake, that, however people 
may differ, yet they all hope for the same 
heaven; whereas the believer in Jesus, 
who loves him above all, and places the 
whole of his happiness in him, — he, and 
and he alone -desires the heaven revealed, 
the essence of which is the presence and 
.glory of the Redeemer; so St. Paul said, 
44 1 long to depart and to be with Christ.” 
Now, above all things, examine yourself 
whether this is the heaven you are seeking, 
for such should be the disposition of every 
true follower of the Lord Jesus , — 44 The 
heaven I desire is, where I shall see him 
who is altogether lovely, — where I shall 
behold him who gave his life a ransom 
for me, who died on the cross for me, the 
just for the unjust.” If I believe myself 
to be under sentence of death, as a rebel 
against my earthly king, and my fellow 
creature die for me, what so calculated 
to constrain me through love for him to 
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follow the commands he leaves with me ? 
and what so rapturous as the sight of 
such a friend in the next world ? But when 
we consider that the only begotten of the 
Father descended from glory to us who 
were his enemies, and to undergo every 
description of agony of mind and body as 
our surety ; surely the belief of such love 
should melt the hardest heart, and would, 
if really believed. Those who believe it 
not in reality, can have no pleasure in his 
presence, to whom they feel no way 
indebted. Is this the heaven, then, you 
are seeking 1 If so, happy are you ; “God 
is well pleased in his Son, and in him we 
are accepted.’ 9 Rooted and grounded in 
love of him, we are found in him , if true 
believers ; I know I am saying nothing 
new in all this ; but we require line upon 
line, and precept upon precept. Our 
great adversary would keep these things 
out of our view, but faith is the evidence 
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of things not seen. We said, pray fer- 
vently for the Holy Spirit to keep us in 
the true faith, and that we may “ walk in 
the Spirit.” For if we hare not the Spirit 
of Christ, we are none of his ; and if not 
his, oh, how awful the state ! God knows 
no one out of Him in whom alone he is 
well pleased. My object in this and my 
other letters of late, is for the purpose of 
seconding, as far as lies in my power as 
an humble instrument, the design of 
Providence in visiting you with those 
heavy afflictions, which is the voice of 
God speaking to you, as much as if you 
had heard a voice from heaven. What 
did God say to Peter, James, and John, 
at the transfiguration ? or for what pur- 
pose was it? Surely it was to direct 
them, and all disposed to seek salvation, 
to take refuge in his Son. “ This is my 
beloved Son, (saith the voice out of the 
cloud,) “hear ye him.” I shall say tfo 
I 2 
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more at present, on this subject, but pray 
fervently that your “faith may be such 
as overcometh the world.” If we do not 
hold its opinion at nought, when put in 
competition, with the most uncompromis- 
ing loyalty to Christ, our hope is vain. 
Though he knows our infirmities, he 
knows also our sincerity, desire, and en- 
deavours to take up our cross and follow 
him. Follow after light, and never oppose 
it in any thing. This is the condemnation, 
that light is come into the world, and men 
choose darkness rather than light, because 
their dee^s are evil; and what greater 
evil can there be, than not following the 
light in mercy and tender love afforded ? 
If you happen to have my two last letters, 
read over one in which, I think, I pointed 
out the foundation we have to build on, — 
not our own merits, but the merits of 
Christ, in his righteousness (or perfect 
obedience to the law of God) and his 
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blood, — without a belief in which, there 
is 110 remission of sins. 

Respecting the poor little baby, I think 
you have every reason to take comfort 
from Scripture of her being at this instant 
in a state of felicity. Our Saviour said to 
the thief on the cross, “ This day shalt 
thou be with me in paradise,” which 
shows the immediate state of happiness ; 
— and of children he says, “ Suffer them 
to come, and forbid them not and it is 
worthy your observation, for your com- 
fort, that it was said to those who brought 
them, showing their inability to go them- 
selves, from their age. In baptism you 
brought your baby to him , who took young 
children in his arms and blessed them ; 
besides we are desired to “ hope all 
things.” Why not then, here, where there 
is such encouragement? In the 31st 
chapter of Jeremiah, to the 17th verse, 
you will see the lamentations of the 
i 3 
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mothers for their children, and the season* 
able comfort administered to them, — 
Thus saith the Lord , refrain thy voice 
from weeping , and thine eyes from tears , 
for thy work shall be rewarded , and they 
shall come again from the land of the 
enemy . And there is hope in thine end, 
saith the Lord, that thy children shall 
come again to their own border. There 
are two things you may take comfort in, 
from this passage. First. The reward of 
thy work; thy suffering work shall be 
rewarded, — the comforts of deliverance 
shall be sufficient to balance your grie* 
ranees ; for God makes his people “ glad 
according to the days wherein he afflicted 
them.” The second thing to afford yqu com- 
fort, is the restoration of children. “ They 
shall come again from the land of the 
enemy, — they shall come again to their 
own border.” The difference between 
these two passages seems to be, in this ; 
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that children at a distance may be brought 
home, as Jacob’s son, after he despaired 
of ever seeing him; and that children, 
removed by death, shall return to their 
own border, or to the happy lot assigned 
them in the resurrection, — a lot in the 
heavenly Canaan. This consideration 
should repress our grief for children, 
and make us not consider them not as lost 
to us, but only gone before us. 

When I reflect on the promises to those 
who “ train up their children in the way 
they should go,” I have the greatest com- 
fort,— I need fear no evil. He who gave 
them life has promised all things; but 
these promises are confined to those, who, 
in truth and sincerity, endeavour to bring 
them up , — not for. the world , but for 
Christ ?s kingdom . 

Most affectionately and sincerely your’s, 
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From the same. 

My Dear Lady ; 

I wish I was near you, and I would 
delight in conversing with you, in your 
present frame of mind, most particularly* 
How the Lord in love gives us an heart 
of flesh ! Indeed, your letter drew tears 
from me ; and I can say with truth, they 
were not unmixed with joy, though I can 
sympathize with you in every feeling 
about your departed baby. I know how 
interesting infants are, but I suppose I can 
only conceive the love of a mother to her 
sucking child ; and though great it is, you 
see i^donj^ equal the love of God to those 
who love him. 1 send you a sweet hymn, 
which, when you copy, have the goodness 
to return. I hope, please God, to hear 
yx>u sing it, when I next see you. We 
are desired to “ do all to the glory of 




God/’ Should we not use the talent of 

\ 

singing in his praise, who gave his life a 
ransom for us? Is it not the employment 
of the glorified above? Worthy is the 
Lamb ! is the song of the redeemed. That 
it may be your’s, your family’s and mine, 
is my daily prayer. My real opinion 
(which, to the best of my judgment, is 
founded on Scripture) continues the same 
as when I wrote before, as to the state of 
your little baby, and is, that she is 4t as 
the angels in heaven” this moment. The 
soul never dies, though this outward man 
perish. The. happiness is described, as 
consummate , when we are clothed with 
glory everlasting, at the general resurrec- 
tion. 

, May God of his infinite goodness keep 
you in the narrow way that leadeth unto 
life. My own experience tells me, (if I 
was not satisfied with our Saviour’s own 
words,) that the temptations of the world 
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are the most formidable enemy we have 
to encounter, of all Satan’s wiles to draw 
our hearts, or rather to keep our hearts 
from God. If the heart be not with God, 
it matters little, comparatively, what the 
object of it is, — whether the world, or 
what would be decried by that world, as 
shocking sins. “ Love not the world, nor 
the things of the world.” I dwell on this 
oftener with you than any other subject ; 
because from your rank in life, it is most 
likely to prove a stumbling block to that 
uncompromising, faithful walk, which all 
who enlist under Christ's banner must 
tread. “ If God be God, follow him ; but 
if Baal, then follow him.” 

How should we rejoice in being 
thought worthy, or in being permitted to 
follow such a Master ! 

Your’s most affectionately, 
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May 21 , 1816. 
My Dear Lady ; 

I have this day heard from with 

much concern for your trouble of mind. 
To attempt to make light of such trials, 
would be defeating the purpose for which 
a kind and tender Father designs them. 
They are severe and heavy blows, and, 
as snch, from my heart, I can sympathize 
with you ; but remember, my dear Lady 

, that a Christian is a soldier; and 

we all know what achievements an army 
will do, when under a conquering leader, 
in the HOPE OF THE POSSESSION IN 
prospect. Your language should be 
now, “This is my hour of trial, the eye 
of the Lord is upon me “ I will neither 
despise his chastening, nor sink under it, 
through his help, who has promised it to 
those, who, through his Son, seek it in 
time of need.” There is no period you can 
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better conceive the love of God towards 
his true worshippers, than at the very 
present, when you may compare his love, 
to that of a mother to her sucking child. 
“ Zion” in distress and affliction, said, 
“ The Lord hath forsaken me ; my Lord 
hath forgotten me.” 

But, in answer to Zion’s fears, under 
her affliction, what saith the Lord? “ Can 
a woman forget her sucking child, that 
she should not have compassion on him % 
yea, they may forget K yet will not I forget 
thee.” The tenderest moment of your life, 
as to feeling and love, is as a drop in the 
bucket, compared to the lore of God. 
What greater love can there be shown, 
than that we lay down our life for our 
friend? But God so loved the world, 
while we were enemies , that he gave his 
only begotten Son to die for us, and with 
Aim will he not freely give us all things? 
Offer up your prayers to God for his Holy 
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Spirit to comfort you. He has told us, if 
we pray for it, he will send it ; but we are 
too apt to take that, with many other 
parts of Scripture, as passages in which 
we have little concern. We should feel 
ourselves interested in every passage of 
Scripture, as if we stood alone upon the 
earth. We fly to the creature, instead of 
the Creator, in time of need. Here is our 
grand mistake. 

The Lord is working a work in you and 
others of your family; and though it is 
“ hard for a rich man to enter into the 
kingdom of heaven,” yet some are 
“called;” and “whom he loveth he 
chasteneth.” I assure you I have not 
been an idle or uninterested spectator at 
what has been going on in your family. *1 
find his dealings with his creatures, 
though severe, to be productive of the 
happiest effects, and to he the only way 
to show the emptiness of all sublunary 
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things. My heart’s desire is, that ypur 
hope in a better country may prove the 
anchor of your soul in this storm of 
adversity. An able seaman once said, 
u In a storm, we have but one resource, 
we keep the ship in a certain position, we 
fix her head to wind, and in this way we 
weather the storm.” This is a picture of 
a Christian ; he endeavours to put himself 
in a certain position. “ My trust,” he 
says, “is in God.” “Weeping may en- 
dure for & night, but I will bear the in- 
dignation of the Lord.” I pray this may 
be your heavenly navigation, and that 
your anchor may be at last in Zion ! Not 
ferried over the waters by a vain hope , 
but having a title and right to heaven, 
from your trust being in him who died 
and rose again, to whom we must all go 
from a sense of pur need of him. “If wo 
have hope only in this life in Christ, (says 
St. Paul,) we are of all men most miser- 
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able f but really, and truly, when I con- 
sider the prospect laid before the Christian, 
— he who, renouncing every other hope, 
has taken up his cross to follow Christ, 
as a faithful, loyal soldier, I feel it is 
calculated to carry us, as it were, beyond 
ourselves. “LORD, what is man, that 
thou shouldst have such respect unto 
him, or the son of man, that thou so 
regardest him? 9 ’ His promises are truly 
wonderful to believers in the Lord Jesus 
Christ, in whose presence (in as much as 
we may look upon ourselves as such) we 
shall meet, where sighing and sorrow are 
FOB ever fled away, and we shall live in 
praise of God, and of the Lamb that was 
slain for our sins, having kept the faith of 
his dying for us, to the grave. That faith 
is turned into sight, and we behold him in 
whom we trusted, and our hope is turned 
into fruition; but our charity (or love) 
never faileth. The love of Christ, which 
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congtraineth us here to follow him, abid- 
eth for eyer in that ocean of eternity, 
where are rivers of pleasure for eyermore, 
— where those who were dear to us here, 
and were interested in the saying truths 
of the Gospel, will be known to us, and 
we to them. With such a prospect, we 
should walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, fearing no evil. May 
the Lord guide, keep, preserve, and 
strengthen you, and conduct you to the 
happiness in reserve for those who love 
him. I write this in too great a hurry for 
this day’s post I am sure you will ex- 
cuse matter and writing. With kindest 
remembrance to — — , 

Believe me, 

My dear Lady , 

Your’s, most affectionately and sincerely. 
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From a Clergyman . 

My Dear Lady ; 

I received in due course your mournful 
letter, — full of your amiable, tender feel- 
ing, and your heartfelt sorrows. Oh, how 
unfit am I to take upon me to speak, or 
to write to one thus oppressed with griefs, 
it has never pleased God to visit me with ! 
How can my hard, untouched heart, feel 
in unison with a mother’s tender sensi- 
bility ! Love or affection is a wondrous 
thing; it is not contrary to reason, it is 
not inconsistent with, or opposed to duty; 
but it is something as much above either, 
as the heaven is higher than the earth ; its 
warmth, its strength, is indeed superior 
to cold, calculating, or weak vacillation. 
“ Many waters cannot quench love, 
neither can the floods drown it.” Reason, 
I am sure, says, you need not grieve for 
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her who is “ taken from the evil to come;" 
Scripture adds* that you should not “ sor- 
row as one without hope" for her, who 
has rested, before she was wearied, — for 
her, whose unpolluted spirit is now so 
much better off than any of us, — beholding 
the faee of her heavenly Father* But love 
says, though reason and Scripture show 
that I need not, yet 1 must grieve,—! 
find a mournful satisfaction in weeping* 
’thus Jesus, through love, wept for the 
widow s son, though be was just going to 
restore him to his mother. Oh, my dear 

Lady , what & gltyious tfefng it would 

be, if our hearts were so changed, so sub- 
limated by this superior principle, that 
having fixed our love on him, who so 
loved us, we could be carried in die way 
that reason and Scripture approve, by the 
power of our affection! — Oh, that we 
could have love on the side of reason and 
revelation, to coufirm their dictates, and 
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carry us sweetly and joyfully to the 
greatest heights of religion and virtue I 
When we see how affection, when once 
fixed upon a creature, binds and keeps us, 
and continually as well as powerfully 
influences us, how we ought more, and 
more to desire to have the love of God 
supreme in our hearts ! “ Love,” says the 
Apostle, “ is the fulfilling of the law :” 
u love is the end of the commandment/’ — 
Knowledge shall vanish away, faith be 
exchanged into sight, and hope turned 
into enjoyment; but love shall never fail, 
affection to God will grow in strength, 
and be our life, for ever and ever. But 
we must begin with faith ; the great object 
of our love is invisible, — our Creator, our 
Redeemer, our Sanctifier. By faith we 
must first know him and see him ; there- 
fore, here every thing depends upon our 
faith; hence it should be our constant 
prayer, “ Lord, increase our faith.” 
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Affliction is a great means of strengthen- 
ing faith; it forces us to look up to God, 
it forces him unto our view, it humbles us, 
makes us feel our own weakness, and, 
therefore, leads us more readily to turn 
ourselves to him who alone can help us. 
The death of friends, I am sure, has a 
peculiar influence in this way ; it leads 
our thoughts into another world, it makes 
us at times converse with departed friends, 
realize to ourselves the idea of joining 
them, and ask often, and seriously, how 
we may be saved, that when we depart 
this life we may rest in God and Christ as 
our hope, as our beloved does. I read 
the other day a very beautiful and just 
remark in one of Cecil’s sermons. He is 
speaking of Lot, who still lingered in 
Sodom ; and the angels laid hold upon 
his hand, and upon the hand of his wife, 
and of his daughters, the Lord being 
merciful to them; and they brought him 
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forth, and set him without the city. So 
says he, “ Whatever be the means which 
God employs, to, break our idolatrous 
attachments, and bring us on the heavenly 
way, though others call it a loss, or a 
disappointment, a disease, or a death, let 
us call it an angel's hand ; let us call it 
the voice of Christ, saying, ‘As many as 
I love, I rebuke and^chasten. Be zealous, 
therefore, and repent / 99 
Your's most affectionately and sincerely. 

I enclose you “ Cecil’s Friendly Visit 
to the House of Mourning,” though pro- 
bably you have it 



From the Rev . Thomas T. Biddulph, to 
Miss G — -, on the Death of her Mother . 

My Dear Madam; 

I should have taken up my pen yester- 
day, when 1 heard that the expected 
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event had taken place, for the purpose of 

assuring you of Mrs. B ’s Christian 

sympathy, and my own, if I had not been 
engaged by the Anniversary Meeting of 
our Bible Society, from morning to night 
1 now beg you to believe that we partici- 
pate in your sorrows and joys ; because 1 
am sure you are not so selfish as to give 
way to unmingled 'sorrow, as to wish the 
now glorified saint back again in this vale 
of tears, however great may be the loss 
which you have personally experienced. 
I know that though perhaps you regret 
that you could not accompany your dear 
parent in her flight to that region where 
sin and sorrow are for ever excluded, 
and where the redeemed soul gazes on 
“ the King in his beauty,” yet you would 
not again withdraw her from the beatific 
vision, but are comforting yourself with 
the thought, “ 1 shall go to her in God's 
appointed time, though she shall not return 
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to me.” The interval is short ; if a thousand 
in the contemplation of eternity sink to a 
point, what are twenty or thirty years ? 
The partition is thin that separates the 
church militant from the church trium- 
phant; indeed, where He is, who fiileth 
all in all, there is heaven. Are you sepa- 
rated from your beloved parent! No; 
this is ideal : while met in the presence of 
the Omniscient, while uniting in adoration, 
and while you are so employed as you 
may be sure she is, you are as much 
united as ever. Two lumps of sinful earth 
are, it is true, incapable of being, as they 
have been, the medium of communion ; 
but there is a communion of spirits, with 
which you are not acquainted, that is not 
interrupted ; death has no power over it ; 
it depends on that uniting spirit with 
which the redeemed are endued. If not 
improper, will you present my kind res- 
pects to your brother and sister; may 
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they enter fully into that doctrine of our 
creed, “ the communion of saints.” Mrs. 

B unites with me in every kind 

sentiment. 

Believe, my dear friend, 

Your’s,&c. &c. 

T. T. B . 



Extract of a Letter from a Clergyman. 

My Very Dear Friend; 

I have been restored, I am thankful to 
say, and am now able to ride out, and 
trust to be as strong in body, and 
more strong in mind, than before I was 
ill. Oh, for a little strength in the grace 
that is in Christ Jesus ! The more I see 
and feel, the more do I. perceive that all 
other things are to be accounted less than 
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the small dust on the balance. I have 
learned more and more of my own vile- 
ness, unbelief, ingratitude, deceit, and 
desperate wickedness ; I often think I 
have got to the end of my heart, and seen 
all its sinfulness ; and then the Lord sends 
some cross, or trial to me, to say, “ Hast 
thou seen this, O son of man? turn thee 
yet again, and then thou shalt see greater 
abominations than these and truly I do 
see greater, daily, in some dark undis- 
covered chamber of imagery. But, my 
friend, are there no undiscovered riches 
in Christ Jesus to meet these wants ? Have 
1 fathomed all his grace and mercy ? Oh, 
for faith to rise in triumph over inward 
corruption, and to see such a ground of 
hope out of one’s self, on the everlasting 
Rock , as to make our souls rejoice, not 
only in light, but in darkness, clouds, and 
storms, and amidst all the din of war that 
the principalities and rulers of darkness 
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can stir up about us. Mary was at ; 

she visited the grave of our dear sister ; 
1 hoped to have dropped a tear upon it 
too. If I return, which is probable, 
please God, I shall see it, and write to 
you from thence ; but what shall 1 write 
about ? Shall 1 talk of the poor purblind 
eye of dust, looking down in tears and 
unbelief on that kindred clay, to which it 
is daily hastening ? Or shall I not rather 
speak of the eye of faith, lifted up on high 
to the innumerable company of atigels, 
where our dear sister swells the chorus, 
harping on her harp, and singing the 
song of Moses and the Lamb ? Alas ! 
what vile grovelling wretches we are ! 
we talk of the things of time, as if we 
believed them to be shadows ; but we 
rejoice in them, and pursue them, and 
mourn over them, as if they were ever- 
lasting goods; and we say, we believe 
the things of eternity to be substantial 
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and unfailing, but are as little affected by 
them, and live as little on them, as if they 
were but the day dreams of a visionary 
imagination. Oh, when shall we live up 
to the dignity of heirs of God, and joint 
heirs with Christ ? If we had but half, or 
quarter the dependance on this inheritance 
that we should have if we were heirs to 
some miserable spot upon this barren 
world, we should go on our way rejoicing, 
from morning till night. 

R. I. M. 



From the Rev . to . 

Dear M- * ; 

Your last letter, giving an account of 

our dear H- ’s change of heart, hai 

greatly comforted us; I think we may 
L 2 
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truly say, it is the best news we have 
received since we left England. What., 
indeed, can be more delightful, than an 
event which affords joy to the angels that 
are in the presence of God? We unite 
with you and all our dear friends in giv- 
ing glory to Him, whose sovereign grace 
hath done that, which no advice, Dor 
example, nor even prayers of ours could, 
by themselves, have effected. It is all 
free grace ; yet not without many prayers, 
which are now so mercifully answered. 

By the last packet I wrote a letter, 
which you will probably have received 
before this. We now joyfully, and with 
bright hope, commend our sister (if she 
be not departed) into the hands of her 
gracious Redeemer. May her last days, 
and her dying words, be a blessing to her 
family and friends, — seed sown in good 
ground ! Some preach from the pnlpit. 
Others, more affectingly, from the grave. 
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When Mary rose in haste, the Jews that 
came to comfort her, said, She goeth to 
the grave to weep there. But she was 
going another way, even to Jesus, to pour 
out the fulness of her soul in his presence. 

How often will your heart go to H ’s 

grave to weep there ! Bufc'icnowing; how 
tender your feelings are, and that frequent 
grief may seriously injure your health, 
let me recommend you, rather to seek him 
who gives rest to the weary, comforts the 
mourners, and binds up die broken 
hearted. Take all the consolation he 
can , and will give; honour his past 
mercies, by believing he has richer gifts 
in store. May you soon go on your way 
strengthened, and rejoicing. The letter 

respecting the Rev. Mr. V ’s death is 

very affecting. Poor Mrs. V ’s situa- 

tion brings to our memory oftfe of the 
most endearing relations in which God 
has been pleased to reveal himself, — 
L 3 
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The Father of the fatherless, and God 
of the widow.” 

With love to all, I remain. 

Your affectionate Brother. 



On the Death of a Sister . 

My Dear Friend; 

Your's of the 2nd, since received, con- 
firmed the tidings I had before heard, of 
the death of your excellent sister* Your 
loss and her husband’s loss is great ; but 
shall you for moment wish her back ? The 
battle has been won, and she has shouted. 
Victory, — victory, through the blood of 
the Lamb. Had we stronger faith, more 
intimate communion with the general 
assembly and church of the first-born in 
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heaven, we should grieve less th$o we 
do, at the departure of our relatives and 
friends, who die in the Lord. 

Our worship is defective, if it does not 
lead us to join with the ransomed before 
the throne daily. O never let us be satis* 
fied, unless we get near the Lamb, £nd 
get into the heavenly ranks. How I seem 
to envy (if lawful) the departed saints, 
who have left the world without a blot 
having been cast on their fair fame, or 
reproach on the holy cause of Jesus.— 
What a sweet perfume do they leave 
behind. Well, this is one encouragement, 
that the great Shepherd lives; his care 
is as mighty, and his heart as full of love 
to his poor sheep in the wilderness as 
ever. Our poor frames and feelings are 
perpetually changing; He is the same 
to-day, yesterday, and for ever. Out of 
his fulness, as from an ocean, boundless 
and bottomless, have the church in heaven 
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and on earth been drawing supplies of 
grace and glory, and yet the living water 
of this ocean is not one line lower than it 
was when man entered paradise. How 
should we rejoice at the accessions 
making daily to the church triumphant; 
one and another weary pilgrim entering the 
pearly gates ; — hear angels rejoicing that 
another heir of glory is arrived, another 
star added to Immanuel’s crown, another 
harp strung and tuned for the celestial 
choir. Behold the powers of darkness 
gnashing and biting their chains, to see 
another brand plucked from the everlast- 
ing burning, — to see another way-worn 
and often wounded soldier set beyond the 
reach of their poisoned arrows, and for 
ever blessed in the presence of his King. 

Next to the consideration of the excel- 
lency and glory of Jehovah, as a constant 
source of the misery of fallen angels, 
there is perhaps nothing that torments 
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them more than the blessed change ^which 
passes on those who had been for years 
exposed to their fiery darts, often over- 
come by them, and had been marked by 
them for a prey, — to see their filthy gar- 
ments taken away, and fair mitres put 
upon their heads, — to hear their groans 
and tears turned into songs and praises, — 
and to see them casting down their 
crowns at his feet, who has redeemed 
them by his blood. May you and 1, my 
dear friend, and all that we love, be, in 
our Lord's time, safely brought to that 
blessed state. Convey my Christian sym- 
pathy to your dear mother. Another 
branch has been severed from the parent 
tree, — not to be fuel for everlasting 
burnings, but to flourish in a happier soil, 
— to be a tree of righteousness in the 
paradise of God. 

I remain, your's very sincerely, 

R S . 
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Letter to a Friend on the Death of his 
Minister . 

My Very Dear Friend; 

Y es, I do feel for you ! Never had I 
more occasion for the exercise of Christian 
sympathy than at this moment; when, 
indeed, have I felt so deeply, as on the 
receipt of the letter which acquainted me 
with your loss? Though your lamented 
friend was personally unknown to me, I 
have long regarded him with admiration, 
as a zealous servant of Christ, and with 
deep interest, on account of his being 
made the blessed instrument of translating 
you from the kingdom of darkness into 
that of God’s dear Son ! But ah, my 
friend, if my heart is affected by the 
event, what must be the feeling of your’s ! 
For were you not exhorted to esteem him 
very highly in love for his jwork’s sake ? 
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and did you not heartily obey? Nor was 
it a difficult task to love one of mind and 
manners so winning, and of piety so 
exalted ! Never, never will you cease to 
“ remember him who had the rule over 
you,” with the tenderest affection; nor 
will you refuse the consolation which is 
awarded to that injunction of the apostle. 
Here , here is the blessing, — your dear 
instructor is gone, but the object of his 
faith, it is your privilege to follow; 
“ Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever!” 

Alas ! you say, perhaps, “ My faith is 
weak; my hope is languid; and since 
God has taken away my teacher, I fear I 
shall wauder from the right path, and lose 
my road to heaven.” But, my beloved, 
who was it that brought you out of the 
land of Egypt, and the house of bondage ? 
Moses and Aaron were the servants em- 
ployed during part of the journey, but 
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they were not permitted to lead the chil- 
dren of Israel over Jordan ; still, however, 
the ark of the covenant remains ; and it is 
enough for you if the presence of God 
goes with you, and gives you rest. 

Your pastor did indeed pity you, when 
he saw you “ poor, and miserable, and 
blind, and naked but it was Jesus who 
bestowed on you “ white raiment, and eye- 
salve, and gold tried in the fire.” Scarcely 
for a righteous man will one die ; and had 
your dear friend desired it, he could not 
have delivered your soul, or have given to 
God a ransom for you. But Jesus left 
the bosom of his Father to suffer and die 
for you, and to bear your sins, in his own 
body, on the tree ! 

Your earthly shepherd was a kind and 
judicious guide, but it was the Shepherd 
and Bishop of Souls who directed you by 
bis Spirit ; — it was He who delivered you 
from danger, and kept your feet from fall- 
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ing; and since He has once loved you , 
oh, rejoice that He is the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever ! Death has deprived 
you of an earthly treasure, but this hea- 
venly gift he cannot take away ; for nei- 
ther famine, nor distress, nor persecution, 
nor tribulation, nor life, nor death, can 
separate you from the love of Christ. 

When weak in faith, you were accus- 
tomed to lament your infirmity to your 
dear pastor ; but now Jesus would have 
you seek himself. Instead of inquiring 
for human counsel, he would have you 
spread your affairs before him; instead 
of imparting your sorrows to a mortal, he 
mvites you to “ cast all your care on him, 
for he careth for you.” Sincerely as your 
friend watched over you, Jesus regards 
you with more affectionate solicitude. 
The mother may forget her infant, but He 
will never forget you ! 

Do not, my dear, young friend, write 
M 
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bitter things against yourself, and say, 
u Oh, that I had loved my Lord as I have 
done the friend he gave me!— then should 
I not have been visited by this judgment.” 
Do not thus regard it ; let it rather seem 
to you a message of love. God is jealous, 
it is true, — but it is because he loves you, 
that he will not suffer another to usurp 
the place he claims in your heart. Do 
you not hear him saying, “ Draw nearer 
unto me, my ransomed one, — / have re- 
deemed thee,—/ have blotted out thy 
gins, — / will guide thee by my counsel, 
and afterwards receive thee into glory.” 
And what would be the language of your 
now sainted friend, were he to look down 
from his elevated station upon those who 
are mourning that he has attained such 
exceeding blessedness, standing amidst 
the assembly which surround the throne? 
He would point you to the source of their 
joys, and tell you that He who liveth for 
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ever and ever, is worthy to be loved and 
praised, and He alone ! — Think, too, of 
the happiness he has attained ! — While 
you are heavy-laden with sin, he is for 
ever freed from its torment; — no tempta- 
tions, — no wanderings, now draw his 
heart from his Lord ; no longer does he 
see through a glass darkly, but face to 
face; he knows, even as he is known; 
and he is like Jesus, for he sees him as 
he is ! And, though it be my full persua- 
sion, that the spirits of the blessed have 
an inexplicable union and communion 
with the church militant, yet it is not to 
that I would point you for comfort ; to 
Him alone, to whom you were first guided 
by your inestimable friend, would I direct 
your wounded spirit. 

May the God of all consolation visit 
you in great mercy ! To Him I com- 
mend you ; ahd • remain your attached 
friend. 

m a 
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Letter from Surgeon M , on board 

His Majesty’s Ship • > written 

previously to the Battle fought with the 
Algerines, under Lord Exmouth, in 
which he was killed. 

My dear dear Brother Colin ; 

I may date my letter in eternity, as I 
mean you never to receive this unless I 
am killed in the ensuing engagement with 
the Algerines. If the Lord thinks fit to 
take me to himself in this fight, I leave 
the management of my few affairs to your 
kindness. I hope you will, on no account, 
omit calling on my poor parents at Wool- 
wich, to tell them about Christ, and him 
crucified. Tell them that this is the sub- 
ject which supported me tinder all worldly 
afflictions; and, under the banner of 
which, I met death with the courage which 
his servants ever do. Tell those dear Chris- 
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tians at Portsmouth and Plymouth, how 
happily I died, hoping in that Redeemer 
who will save me from all harm, in the 
world where neither moth nor rust doth 
corrupt, or thief break in. It is uncertain, 
(or I mean to say,) unknown, what may 
happen to us in the event of our fighting 
the Algerines,, but I hope the Lord will 
give me a pious resignation to all bis holy 
appointments. Let me kiss the rod that 
chastens met I have suffered some per- 
secution since I have been on board here, 
and have been hard pressed by Satan in 
feeling revengeful for it I have often 
required a comforter, — a short conversa- 
tion with you would have, indeed, com- 
forted me; but, had I enjoyed that, I 
might have neglected the source from 
whence all strength is derived. 

My dear, dear brother, excuse the hurry 
of this laconic epistle from one who, in- 
deed, loves you above all others, with 
M 3 
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such a love as David’s to Jonathan. I am 
hurried about, the confusion is so great ; 
all preparations are making for the bloody 
work which is expected. I never had 
many worldly wishes, and, perhaps, I am 
better for it ; I was needy to the last, but 
I possessed a jewel which the world can- 
not give. Adieu, until 1 see you in that 
world where we shall all praise the Lord 
for evermore. Adieu, again, 1 hope, for a 
short time. 



Some further Particulars concerning 

Mr. M — , extracted from a Letter 

written by one of his Companions . 

“You have, no doubt, heard of the 
death of our dear and amiable brother, 
M ; our sinful hearts have been 
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greatly supported by the evidences he 
discovered, and by tbe testimonies he has 
left, of his possessing the grace of God, 
and of his hope of eternal life, through 
faith in Christ 

“It seems to have been impressed 
deeply on his mind, that he should fall 
in battle; and, for some time before the 
awful and sanguinary conflict, it would 
appear that the evidences of his interest 
in the great salvation, and title to the 
crown of glory, were unusually strong and 
clear. The last time Arthur prayed with 
him was on the Rock of Gibraltar ; while 
lying there, 1 had the happiness of seeing 
him, and conversing with him, twice. 
Speaking of the intended action, 1 ob- 
served to him, “What, if you should be 
killed ?” For a while he looked serious ; 
then, lifting up his hand, he said, with a 
cheerful countenance, “Oh, that would be 
gain!” Before his departure from this 
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dreary wilderness, he wrote me a very 
cheering letter ; speaking of a friend, he 
says, “Tell him the Lord has taken me 
to his blessed realms, where I shall no 
longer be troubled with carnal feelings, 
but shall there wait to see my dear bre- 
thren after they have left this place of 
trial.* Again, he says, “I have hope in 
my Redeemer's sufferings to be justified 
before the face of my God; otherwise I 
should, indeed, dread to die; but, if I 
die, 1 trust, I am only sent to sing praises 
the sooner to that Redeemer who has sent 
his grace into my heart ; — l have left the 
things of this life, by this time, for those 
of another world, where I hope to see 
my Saviour saluting me as one of his 
blessed servants, blessed in having his 
precious grace. 1 feel quite resigned to all 
that can possibly happen to me, as I 
know I am under the direction of a loving 
Father. What an indescribable joy do I 
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feel in my justification before God, now 
in the moment when the worldly boaster 
trembles, — that I can stand unappalled, 
and point with faith to my Redeemer. 
Love to the brethren for the Redeemer’s 
sake ; — oh, for more love to Jesus of 
Nazareth; for more love to those that 
bear his lovely image!” 



From the Rev . R, J. M. 

June 10, 1816. 
My Dear Friend; 

1 am ashamed to think that I have 
been a week at home without fulfilling my 
promise of writing to you ; and, though I 
have not been unoccupied, still nothing 
ought to have superseded the duty, or. 



Digitized by Google 




180 



shall I not call it the pleasure, of humbly 
endeavouring to say a few words of con- 
solation to an afflicted friend, who is in 
heaviness through manifold temptations ; 
— in the Lord’s good time you will be 
thankful for them ; because when he hath 
done that which is needful for you, you 
will have reason to know, with Peter, that 
there was a need for your trial ; (1 Peter, 
i. 6;) and to say, with David, “It is 
good for me that 1 have been afflicted, 
that I may learn thy statutes.” “Now 
no trial seemeth for the present joyous 
for if it did, it would cease to be a trial at 
all ; therefore, my dear friend, instead of 
pining over the present, look to the end 
of these things. 1 think 1 hear you tell 
me, “Oh, I can’t do that; I don’t feel in 
myself that 1 can discern any one mark 
of being a child of God ; lam perplexed 
with this text, and perplexed with such 
another text; — well! I will not inquire 
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what texts perplex you, but I will merely 
mention one , — ■“ Be it known unto you, 
that through this man is preached unto 
you the forgiveness of sins, and by him 
all that believe are justified from all 
things.” Who says so? — The God of 
truth. Does he? — Then I may depend on 
him. Depend on Him! — Yes; He knew 
your unbelieving heart, how slow you 
were to believe his word, and therefore 
he has not only said it, but given his oath 
in addition to his covenant, 44 that by two 
immutable things, in which it was impos- 
sible for God to lie, (Hebrews, vi. 18 ,) 
we might have a strong consolation who 
have fied for refuge to lay hold on the 
hope set before us.” Oh, then, my dear 
friend, how can we doubt the security of 
our dependance? — A poor condemned 
criminal would think the bare signification 
of his sovereign’s mercy, taken from the 
lips of a common jailor, a sufficient ground 
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of joy and transport ; and shall we dare 
to doubt the word, the oath, of our God, 
written with his hand, and sealed with his 
blood, instead of thinking that it would 
be presumption to be secure of our sal- 
vation in the blood of Jesus ? Alas ! the 
presumption lies in doubting it ; for what 
is it but to say, that we believe the word 
and oath of God to be such a vain secu- 
rity, that we cannot confidently rely 
on it. Where, then, are all your doubts 
and fears 1 I will answer every one you 
can urge for a thousand years, by asking 
you one question ; — Hath not Jesus died 
to justify the ungodly ? Yes. Well, then, 
what more do you need] What more can 
you require ? h it not finished ? “ Return 
then, unto thy rest, oh, my soul !” Where 
art thou wandering for peace, thou poor 
bewildered sheep? Hath not thy Shep- 
herd made peace by the blood of his 
cross? Yes; but you will say, “His 
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sheep all follow him ; they hear his voice ; 
I don’t follow him/’ No; his sheep do 
not all follow him; for he is forced to 
carry the poor weak lambs ; what a dear 
Shepherd he is ! 

Oh, my dear friend, do not dishonour 
him by being afraid to trust him. Cast all 
your care— all ! Oh, what a compre- 
hensive word to a poor tried soul ! All 
my sins, all my backslidings, all my un- 
belief, all my doubts, all my fears, all my 
j hopes, all my cares of body and soul. 
Oh, how countless and dear ! Can Jesus, 
then, bear them ail? Yes; — Cast all 
your cares upon me, saith he. I can bear 
them, for I am Power ; I will, for I am 
_ Love . What can we do since he does all 
for us, but sit down lost in wonder, in 
|| v time and eternity, and give to Jesus all 
power, praise, and glory, for ever and 
ever, Amen ? May his blessed Spirit 
1 give the dear reader to know this. 
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and teach the poor writer to know it 
too! 

Y our’s, my dear friend, 

I trust, in the best of bonds, 
R. J. M. 



Letter from, the Rev . J . Hervcy . 

Weston, December 17, 1747. 
Dear Sir; 

I truly commiserate your variegated 
calamity, and heartily wish I could sug- 
gest any thing which might be the means 
of administering some ease to your af- 
flicted mind, and of assisting you to reap 
ample benefit from your distressed situa- 
tion. 
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You well know, that all afflictions of 
what kind soever, proceed from God. “ I 
form the light, and create darkness; I 
make peace, and create evil ; 1, the Lord, 
do all these things.” — (Isaiah, xlv. 7.) 
They spring not from the dust ; are not 
the effects of a random chance, but the 
appointment of an all-wise, all-foreseeing 
God, who intends them all for the good 
of his creatures. This, I think, is the 
fundamental argument for resignation, 
and the grand source of comfort. This 
should be our fiyst reflection, and our 
sovereign support. He that gave me my 
being, and gave his own Son for my 
redemption, he has assigned me this 
suffering. — What he ordains, who is 
boundless love, must be good : what he 
' ordains, who is unerring wisdom, must 
I be proper. 

This reconciled Eli to the severest 
doom that was ever denounced. It is 
? N 2 
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the Lord, and. though grievous to human 
nature, much more grievous to parental 
affection, yet it is unquestionably the 
best; therefore, I humbly acquiesce; 1 
kiss the awful decree, and say from my 
very soul, “ Let him do what seemeth him 
good.” (1 Samuel, iii. 18.) 

This calmed the sorrows of Job, under 
all his unparalleled distresses ; the Lord 
gave my affluence and prosperity; the 
Lord has taken all away; rapacious liands 
and warring elements were only his in- 
struments ; therefore 1 submit, 1 adore, I 
bless his holy name. 

This consolation fortified the man Christ 
Jesus, at the approach of his inconceiv- 
ably bitter agonies ; the cup, which, not 
my implacable enemies, 1)ut my Father, 
by their administration, has given me, 
shall I not drink it? It is your Father, 
dear Sir, your heavenly Father, who 
loves you with an everlasting love, that 
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has mingled some gall with your portion 
in life ; sensible of the beneficent Jmnd, 
from which the visitation comes, may you 
always bow your head in patient sub- 
mission ; and acknowledge with the 
excellent, but afflicted monarch, Hezekiah, 
“Good is the word of the Lord concerning 
me.” (2 Kings, xx. 19.) 

All auctions are designed for bless- 
ings. — To do ns good at the latter end, 
however they may cross our desires, or 
disquiet our minds at present. Happy 
(says the Spirit of Inspiration, and not 
wretched) is the man whom God cor- 
recteth. (Job, v. 17.) And for this reason, 
because his merciful chastenings, though 
not joyous but grievous, yield the peace- 
able fruits of righteousness unto them 
that are exercised thereby. (Hebrews, xii. 
11.) God’s ways are not as our ways. 
The children whom we love, we are apt 
to treat with ail the soft blandishments 
N 3 
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and fond caresses of profuse indulgence ; 
and too, too often humour them to their 
hart, if not to their ruin. But the Father 
of Spirits is wise in his love, and out of 
kindness severe. — Therefore, it is said, 
“ whom he loyeth, he chasteneth, and 
scourgeth every son whom he receivetli.” 
(Hebrews, xii. 6.) Would you not, dear 
Sir, be a child of that everlasting Father, 
whose favour is better than life? Afflic- 
tion is one sign of your adoption to this 
inestimable relation. Would you not be 
an “ heir of the inheritance incorruptible, 
undefiled, and that fadeth not away?” 
Affliction is your path to that blissful 
patrimony. “Through much tribulation we 
must enter into the kingdom of heaven.” 
(Acts, xiv. 22.) Would you not be made 
like your ever-blessed and amiable Re- 
deemer ? He was a man of sorrows, and 
acquainted with grief ; and every disciple 
must expect to be as his Master. 
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Perhaps you may think your affliction 
peculiarly calamitous ; and that if it had 
been of some other kind, you could more 
cheerfully submit, more easily bear it; 
but you are in the hands of an all-wise 
Physician, who joins to the bowels of 
infinite love, the discernment of infinite 
wisdom. He cannot mistake your case. 
He sees into the remotest events ; and, 
though he varies his remedies, always 
prescribes with the exactest propriety to 
every one’s particular state. Assure your- 
self, therefore, the visitation which he 
appoints, is that most suited to your’s. 
Any other would have been less fit to 
convey saving health to your immortal 
part, and less subservient to your enjoy- 
ment of the temporal blessings, which 
rosy, perhaps, be yet in store for you. 

Should you inquire what benefits accrue 
from afflictions? Many and precious. — 
They tend to wean us from the world. 
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• When our paths are strewed with roses, 
when nothing but music and odours float 
around, how apt are we to be enamoured 
with our present condition, and forget 
' the crown of glory, forget Jesus and 
everlasting ages ! But affliction, with 
a faithful, though harsh voice, rouses us 
from the sweet delusion. Affliction warns 
our heart to arise and depart from these 
inferior delights, because here is not our 
rest. True and lasting joys are not here 
to be found. The sweeping tempest and 
the beating surge teach the mariner to 
prize the haven where undisturbed repose 
waits his arrival. In like manner, dis- 
appointments, vexations, anxieties, crosses, 
teach us to long for those happy man- 
sions, where all tears will be wiped 
away from the eyes ; (Revelations, xxi. 5.) 
all anguish banished from the mind ; and 
nothing, nothing subsist, but the fulness 
of joy, and pleasures for evermore. 
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Afflictions tend to bring us to Christ. - 
Christ has unspeakable and everlasting 
blessings to bestow, — such as the world 
can neither give nor take away ; such as 
are sufficient to pour that oil of gladness 
into our souls, which will float above 
the waves of any earthly tribulation. 

In Christ Je3us there is pardon of sins. 
— Siu is a burden, incomparably sorer 
than any other distress. Sin would sink 
us into the depths of eternal ruin, and 
transfix us with the agonies of endless 
despair. But Christ has, at the price of 
his very life, purchased pardon for all that 
fly to him. He has borne the guilt of 
their sins in his own body on the tree. 
(1 Peter, ii. 24.) Have they deserved 
condemnation? — He has sustained it in 
their stead. Are they obnoxious to the 
wrath of God ? He has endured it as their 
substitute. He has made satisfaction, 
complete satisfaction for all their iniquities. 
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(Romans, iii. 25, 26.) So that justice 
itself, the most rigorous justice, can de- 
mand no more. Oh, that distresses may 
prompt us to prize this mercy ! may 
incite us to desire ardently this blessed- 
ness ! Then it will be good for us to have 
been afflicted. (Psalm, cxix. 71.) 

Christ has obtained for us the gift of 
the Holy Spirit, (Galatians, iii. 2.) to 
sanctify our hearts, and renew our natures. 
An unrenewed carnal mind is ten thousand 
times more to be lamented, more to be 
dreaded, than any external calamities. 
And nothing can cure us of this most 
deadly disease, but the sanctification of 
the Spirit This Divine Spirit alone is able 
to put the fear of God in our souls, and 
awaken the love of God in our hearts. 
(Jeremiah, xxxii. 40.) His influences sug- 
gest such awful and amiable thoughts 
to our minds, as will be productive of 
these Christian graces. This sacred prin- 
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ciple subdues our corruptions, and con*-* 
forms us to our blessed Redeemer’s 
image. How is this best gift of Heaven 
disesteemed by the darlings of the world, 
who have nothing to vex them! — But 
how precious is it, how desirable to the 
heirs of sorrow ! They breathe after it, 
as the thirsty hart panteth for the water- 
brooks. — They cannot be satisfied without 
its enlightening, purifying, cheering com- 
munication. This is all their request, and 
all their relief, “ that the Spirit of Christ 
may dwell in their hearts;” (Romans, 
viii. 9.) may enable them to possess 
their souls in patience, (Luke, xxi. 19.) 
and derive never-ending good from mo- 
mentary evils. Before I close these lines, 
permit me to recommend one expedient, 
which yet is not mine, but the advice of 
an inspired Apostle, “ If any be afflicted, 
let him pray.” Dear Sir, fly to God in all 
your adversity, pour out your complaints 
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before him in humble supplication, and 
shew him your trouble. (Psalm, cxlii. 2.) 
When I am in heaviness, says a holy 
sufferer, I will think upon God. (Psalm, 
lxi. 2.) His omnipotent power, his un- 
bounded goodness, whose ear is ever, 
ever open to receive the cry of the af- 
flicted. When the Psalmist was dis- 
tressed on every side, without were fight- 
ings, within were fears, the throne of 
grace was the place of his refuge; I 
give myself to prayer, (Psalm, cix. 3 ) 
was his declaration. This method, we 
read, Hannah took, and yon cannot but 
remember the happy issue. (I Samuel, 
i. 10.) Let me intreat you to imitate these 
excellent examples ; frequently bend 
your knees, and more frequently lift up 
your heart to the Father of mercies, and 
God of all consolation ; not doubting, 
but that through the merits of his dear 
Son, through the intercession of your 
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compassionate High-Priest, he will hear 
your petitions, will comfort you under 
all your tribulations, and make them all 
work together for your infinite and eter- 
nal good. 

In the mean time 1 shall not cease to 
pray, that the God of all power and 
grace may vouchsafe, to bless these 
considerations, and render them as 
balm to your aching heart, and as food 
to the divine life in your mind. — I am, 
dear Sir, with much esteem, compassion, 
and respect, 

Your very sincere well-wisher, &c. 



Letter from the Rev* John Newton. 
Dear Madam ; 

The letter we received yesterday from 
— has given us some painful feelings 
o 
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for you both. He says you are lower in 
spirits than usual. By this time I hope 
the Lord has raised your spirits again. I 
wonder not that they sometimes droop ; 
your part is trying and solitary, affording 
many handles, which the enemy, if per- 
mitted, knows how to take hold of. The 
pressure ‘ of your troubles is further 
aggravated by their long continuance. 

It is one thing to stand tolerably in a 
skirmish, when it is but a brush and away, 
like a hasty shower in a summer day, 
which presently leaves us in full posses- 
sion of the sun again. It is quite a 
different thing to endure patiently, when 
a trial lasts not for days or months, but 
from year to year, — when expectation 
seems to fail, and all our scouts return to 
tell us there is no perceptible abatement 
of the waters. But, is this the way to 
raise our spirits! Instead of giving you 
sal volatile, as I designed, I had almost 
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mistaken the vial. Let us try again. Nay, 
this is it. Read the inscription, — “As 
sorrowful, yet always rejoicing." No 
wonder we are often sorrowing in such a 
world as this ; but to be always rejoicing 
in the midst of tribulatipn, — this may 
seem strange, but is no more strange than 
true. Likely I want a witness to this in 
open court. I may confidently summon 
you to confirm it. They who would 
always rejoice, must derive their joy from 
a source which is always the same, — in 
other words, from Jesus. Oh, that name ! 
What a person, what an office, what a love, 
what a life does it recal to our minds ! 
and oh, what a death! Come, Madam, 

i 

let us leave our troubles to themselves for 

'■ 

a while, and let us walk to Golgotha, and 
there take a view of his. We stop as we 
are going, at Gethsemane, for it is not a 
step out of the road ; there be lies bleed- 
ing, though not wounded,— it is by an 
o 2 



Digitized by Google 



148 



invisible and Almighty hand. Now I 
begin to see what sin has done; now let 
me bring my sorrows, and compare, 
measure, and weigh them, against the 
sorrows of my Saviour. Foolish attempt! 
to weigh a mote against a mountain, — 
against the universe ! 

Thus far we have attained already. 
We are still more confined to our next 
station. Now are we at the foot of the 
cross , — “ Behold the Man !* — attend to 
his groans, — contemplate his wounds. 
Now let us sit down here awhile, and 
weep for our crosses if we can. For our 
crosses ! nay, rather let us weep for our 
sins, which brought the Son of God into 
such distress. 

Agreed. I feel that we deserved to be 
crucified, yea^tobe utterly forsaken. But 
this is not all. His death not only shows 
our desert, but seals our pardon. For a 
full proof of this, let us take another 
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station. Now we are at his tomb, — the 
stone is rolled away, — he is not here, he 
is risen again, — the debt is paid, and the 
surety discharged. Not here ! where 
then is he? Look up. Methinks the 
clouds part, and glory breaks there! 
Behold a throne ! He speaks! May every 
word sink deep into your heart and mind. 
He says, I know your sorrows; yea, I 
appoint them, — they are tokens of my 
love ! It is thus 1 call you to the honour 
of following me. 

Fear none of these things ! Be thou 
faithful unto death, and I will give you 
a crown of life! It is enough, Lord. 
Now let us compute, let us calculate 
again. These scales are the balances of 
the sanctuary. Let us put in our trials 
and griefs on one side, — what an altera- 
tion ! I thought them lately very heavy ; 
now I find them light ; the scale hardly 
turns with them. But how shall we 
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manage to put on the other side? It is 
heavy indeed, — an exceeding great and 
eternal weight of glory ! It is beyond my 
grasp and power. No matter,— com- 
parison is needless. I see with the 
glance of an eye there is no proportion. 
I am content, I am satisfied, — I am 
ashamed I have been so long in mourning. 
And is this all the cause? Well, if the 
flesh will complain, it shall grieve by 
itself ; the spirit (the Lord enabling me) 
shall rejoice ; yea, it does rejoice. From 
this moment 1 wipe away my tears and 
forbid them to flow ; or if they must, they 
shall be tears of gratitude, love, and joy. 
But the cloud closes. 1 can no longer see 
what I lately saw ; however, 1 have seen 
it, — I know it is there. He ever liveth, 
full of compassion and care, to plead for 
me above, — to manage for me below. 
He is mine, and I am his ; therefore all 
is well. I hope this little walk will do us 
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both good. We have seen wonderful 
things to-day, — wonderful in their effi- 
cacy, to compose our minds, and to make 
us. willing to suffer on. 

I am, your affectionate, 

John Newton. 



From the Rev . R. J. M. 

My Dear Friend; 

I long much to know the event of the 
physician ; however, my dear B — y, it 
is a comfort to know, that the rod is in 
the hand, not of an angry, but of a 
reconciled Father, who loveth more than 
all the world, or our fondest earthly 
parent could love us. Can a woman 
forget the child at her bosom I yea, she 
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may forget thee. 1’ear not, therefore, for 
those whom the Lord loveth he chas- 
teneth ; and if ye endure not chastening, 
whereof all are partakers, (dear children,) 
then are ye bastards, and not sons. 
Wherefore, lift up the hands that hang 
down, and the feeble knees; look up to 
thy crown and thine inheritance, and all 
things that grieve thee will appear but 
light and short We are like a person 
travelling through a dark and swampy 
valley, in which the damps and fogs 
continually cast a gloomy shade over 
every object, and shut the rays of the 
sun from his eyes ; but when he ascends 
some clear and lofty mountain’s top, he is 
able to look down and to see beyond them 
all. Oh, that we were able to stand on 
Golgotha! how we should look down 
upon the world and all its mists and fogs, 
— its pains, and sicknesses, and sorrows, 
would all be beneath our feet, while 
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Canaan would shine in sweet perspective 
beyond them. I would call to your mind, 
my dear B — , that the affliction which it 
has pleased God to send you, is one 
which (if you admit the rod to be a bless- 
ing that calls for thankfulness) seems to 
demand not only patience but gratitude ; 
it is one which, in the first place, could 
not in any human probability affect the 
life, nor even the health of the person 
afflicted ; it is one which calls not for any 
of those severe remedies, at the expense 
of which (in so far as the bop^ is con- 
cerned) life is often dearly purchased ; it 
is one which does not deprive us of the 
exercise of any one faculty of the mind ; 
and, perhaps, it is the only one which is 
tempered with so many blessings to 
counterbalance it What, then, does it 
say 1 “ Be still, and know that I am 
God.” I send thee a rod ; but it is one 
plucked from the tree of life, and tied 
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with the bonds of everlasting love. I call 
thy mind to myself, that thoumayest have 
leisure to examine the blessings of that 
rich inheritance which I have purchased 
for thee, and the vanity of that world, 
from which I have drawn thee. What a 
happy child, to have such an instructor to 
teach, and such a lesson to learn. 

R. J. M. 



Rev. Mr. Davidson to a Friend . 

I heard with no small concern of your 
late illness, and often thought of, and 
mentioned you, when I bowed my knees 
to the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. 
But I now rejoice to hear, that the Lord 
has once more sent you back from the 
gates of death, to continue here a little 
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longer. This is more needful for your 
friends on earth, till the full and appointed 
time come, that shall find you completely 
meet to be a partaker of the inheritance 
of the saints in light. Yet a little while, 
and he that shall come, will come, and 
will not tarry. But we have need of 
patience, that after we have borne and 
done the will of God concerning us in 
this world, we may receive the promise 
of full and complete salvation. Then we 
shall know that the time we waited was 
not a lost season, in which no good was 
done ; on the contrary, that the Lord was 
hereby hewing, and squaring us, to fit us 
for our place, in the holy and spiritual 
temple above, of which the Lord Jesus 
Christ is both the foundation and the top- 
stone. In the mean time, we are made to 
know the wonderful mystery there is in 
these words, — ,f As dying, and behold we 
live ; as chasteped, and not killed ; as 
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sorrowful, yet always rejoicing ; as hav- 
ing nothing, yet possessing all things. 71 
Faith can see a glory, a substantial 
reality and truth in such words; While 
they who are destitute of faith, can see 
nothing but positive and flat contradic- 
tions. These, and such words as these, 
are mysteries of the kingdom, that are 
hidden from the wise and prudent of this 
world, but are revealed to babes, for 
their joy and furtherance of faith; and we 
must go forward in our journey through 
the wilderness, learning, and living upon 
the faithful, the never-failing Word of 
God, who cannot lie. The highway to the 
kingdom lies through manifold tribula- 
tions ; the King himself went to it in this 
way ; and the footsteps of the flock who 
have gone before us, treading in them, 
must be safe, and will certainly lead to 
where He now is, and where all who love 
and believe in his name shall shortly be. 
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Oh, celestial point ! when, when shall it 
come 1 But when it comes, and come it 
certainly will, then shall be fulfilled what 
is written, — “ Thy sun shall no more go 
down, nor thy moon withdraw itself ; for 
the Lord shall be thine everlasting light, 
&nd the days of thy mourning shall be 
ended.” A few steps more, and I trust we 
shall be where our heart and our treasure 
is. The shadows of the evening are grow- 
ing long with us, and the sun of our day 
in this world is getting low ; may it set 
bright and calm, and issue in the rising 
of the glorious Sun of Righteousness 
upon us in the world of light and glory, 
where there are no clouds to hide the 
light of it, and there shall be one eternal 
noon ! 

I neither need, nor can say more at 
present, save only, that I feel the over- 
flowings of a heart filled with unfeigned 
love to you, which makes me both weep 
p 
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and rejoice with you. Since Christian 
sympathy is inseparable from that friend- 
ship that is founded in the love of God, 
glad shall I be to hear from you, — more 
glad still to hear of your welfare. 

I am, my dear Sir, with great affection 
and esteem, your sympathizing brother 
and friend, in the strong and everlasting 
bonds of the love of Jesus our Lord. 

Thomas Davidson. 



Mr. D , to his Brother . 

My Dearest Brother on Earth. 

The beatings of a warm heart to you 
are very strong, else I would not have 
touched a pen. Oh, that the love of Christ 
may constrain me more effectually! The 
Head drank of the brook in the way, and 
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then lifted up his head ; so shall it be 
with all the members. The cup that our 
Lord drank was fall of the curse, and that 
has filled ours with a Father’s blessing, 
and why shall we not drink it 1 I believe 
all is well ; and I hope all will be better 
eternally. I need not ask your joint 
addresses for me. No; I am sure of 
them. In my wearisome nights, you and 
your concerns often cast up in my 
thoughts. Great grace be with you. My 
affectionate salutations to Mrs. D. and 
yourself. Accept of this poor scribble, 
written with great difficulty, as a small 
testimony of the continued old love of 
him, who remains, with great affection, 
Your’s, in such strong ties 
as Death cannot dissolve, 

H. Davidson. 



My dear brother, farewell, and again 
farewell, till I either write to you, or till 
p i 
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we meet within the vail, and that would 
be best for us both. But the Lord’s will 
be done. 



Rev. Mr.BulVs Letter to Mrs. Wilberforce, 
a short time before her Death , 1789. 

Dear Madam; 

I am glad to hear you are not worse 
than when I saw you ; and if it please 
the Lord, I wish you were better. I 
called this morning just to remind you, 
that having travelled together some 
years, we are getting nearer our jour- 
ney’s end, and the prospect of Canaan 
before us is very pleasant and very 
delightful; to be sure, Jordan is in the 
way, or else the country is not far off ; 
you may see it plain enough ; but remem- 
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her, my dear and steady friend, remem- 
ber, the moment Israel touched the 
waters with their feet, the waters divided 
on this side, and on that, and Israel went 
over quite dry shod. — So, the moment 
that you and I shall wet our feet in that 
Jordan, which is before us, the pains of 
death shall be divided this way, and 
that way, and we shall be in Immanuel’s 
land. It is the poor, pained, afflicted 
body, not death, that makes us uncom- 
fortable ; but the moment we enter 
Jordan, the body will drop off; pain, 
sickness, sin, and sorrow will drop off; 
and instead of dying, we shall, in one 
moment, find ourselves on the dry ground 
of Canaan. This you owe to Jesus ; He 
is that High Priest, whose feet dipt in 
the brim of the waters, and the waters 
divided, and were never able to close 
since, upon any ono that was following 
Jesus, as his priest, — and Jesus, as 
p 3 
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the ark of the covenant. There was to 
be a space between the ark and the peo- 
ple, about 2,000 cubits : and there is a 
space between the time Jesus dipt his 
feet in Jordan, and when you and I are 
to pass over; but be assured of this, 
when you come to the point, you will 
find the waters dried up, and Canaan 
will be nearer than you expected. O 
that poor afflicted body will sleep in 
Jesus, while you yourself will see him, 
hear him, feel him ; his warmth, his 
light, his power, wisdom, holiness, jus- 
tice, goodness ; and above all, and 
through all, his love ! — O then, you will 
find yourself light as a sun-beam ; 
% and in a moment recovering yourself 
from the first surprise, you will be ce- 
lebrating and singing many a sweet 
hymn; viz. the eternal love of God the^ 
Father, the certainty of the everlasting 
covenant of free grace in the salvation 
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.of hell-deserving sinners, the faithfulness 
of God to his promises, the spotless 
purity or holiness of his kingdom; but 
above all, what' will fire you with unut- 
terable delight, will be the sight of Jesus ! 
GOD and Man in one person ; the awful- 
ness of his majestic person, and the 
captivating sweetness of his love. That 
poor dear body of your’s, as it is, would 
melt into ten thousand atoms, if it were 
present at the sight of so much glory. — 
I see, I feel, I tremble, at the piercing 
eye of Jesus, that will penetrate you 
through in a moment with unutterable 
joy and love ; but see how he looks all 
over holiness and love ; — alas ! I cannot 
say more; these things are all unutter- 
able, — but I think by and by, you and 
I shall see, and know, and feel this to be 
all love. There is another hymn you 
will sing sweetly, and that is the dying 
love of Jesus, who hath redeemed us 
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by his blood, &c. — “Thou wast slain, 
and hast redeemed us to God by thy 
blood.” You will have another hymn 
called, “The Lord our righteousness!” 
Justification by his righteousness is now 
a matter of weak, feeble, imperfect 
faith; but then you will clearly under- 
stand it. Oh, what a robe ! so sweet, so 
rich, so honourable, so pleasing to God, 
so sweet in the eye of justice, and so 
glorious to the soul that wears it, and 
Jesus will put it on. I leave you with 
Jesus to support you, I am sure he is 
able, I know he is willing; try him; lean 
with all your might: to his good Spirit 
I commit you ! 
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Mrs. Wilberforcc’s Remarks on the Re- 
ceipt of Mr. Bull's Letter. 

The sight of Mr. Bull’s letter greatly 
comforted me at the time I received it ; 
but I thought it over more on Thursday , 
that night of suffering. — I know not what 
the Lord intends for me, life or death, (I 
may say for several nights,) only it was 
good. It appeared to me he was about 
to call me to glory : he had me fast by~ 
the hand; my feet were nearly dipt 
into Jordan ; 1 thought I should soon 
feel this poor infirm body of sin drop 
off, and the channel dry for me to pass 
through comfortably. The Saviour was 
my sole support, and oh, I leaned 
on him earnestly, — my former fears 
of death had no place; it was as if I 
had never known them. 
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Extract from Dr. Joseph Milner* s Sermons 
on Resignation . 

Dear Brother; 

Resignation to the divine will is one 
of the last and highest attainments of the 
Christian life. It is what is ultimately to be 
aimed at as essential to comfort here, and 
happiness hereafter. But it seems not, by 
any means, to be the first object of one 
who is desirous of becoming a Christian ; 
nor even attainable, except some other 
necessary things are previously acquired. 
For me to have my will in unison with 
the will of God, I must, in the first place, 
trust him thoroughly, and love him su- 
premely. For it is impossible for me 
freely to give up my will to another en- 
tirely, while we are on bad terms ; that 
is, so long as I cannot trust him, and 
so long as I hate him; or, what in this 
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case comes to the same thing, love any 
person, or any thing, better than Him. 
The conclusion is, all attempts at resig- 
nation will be vain, without any con- 
version and reconciliation with God. 
When we are convinced of the sinfulness 
and misery of our natural state, it is a 
high point of wisdom to seek, by prayer 
and diligent searching of the Scriptures, 
that only right and effectual method of 
relief which God has provided. “ Repent, 
and believe the gospel,” is the first thing. 
We should not stir from this direction, till 
we have some good ground of evidence, 
that we do repent atid believe. Alas! 
our guilt and wickedness are much deeper 
and larger than we are apt to suspect; 
and our pride fights with inexpressible 
obstinacy against ail just conviction. 
But let us not be discouraged ; “ things 
impossible with men are possible with 
God.” Let us pray, not now and then 
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only, but constantly ; life is short ; we 
have no other business that ought to in- 
terfere with this. It should be the perpe- 
tual, it is the most important, employment 
of the soul. 

The Scriptures, daily meditated on, will 
supply us with instruction ; and if we per- 
severe, our business in religion will doubt- 
less be made, in due time, our chief plea- 
sure. A thorough insight into human 
emptiness and worldly vanity, a complete 
conviction of the evil of sin, even in our 
own particular case, and shdesire to for- 
sake it altogether, a solid discehgment of 
the complete sufficiency of Christ to save 
us in all respects, — these things, in daily 
seeking unto God, are to be attained. W e 
are not so ready to pray as God is to hear. 
He delights to magnify Jesus, and to show 
what the Father ean, and will, do for us, 
through his Son. He calls us to nothing 
in our own strength; and as we cannot 
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have, so we need not think of having; any 
worthiness of our own. We may come 
and take freely what He freely bestows, 
— and, my dear brother, when once in 
this way you can steadfastly rely on the 
divine promises through Christ ; — so sure 
as “ faith worketh by love,” you will find 
yourself enabled to love God; and it is 
in Christ Jesus that his love will be seen. 
An union and fellowship of Christ will 
take place, accompanied with the sweet- 
est and pleasantest perception which the 
human mind can have; though frequently, 
and even often, the effervescence of it be 
but short and momentary, and by very 
transient glances, yet its steady energy 
is real and powerful. For, to encourage 
us, we should remember the interest we 
have in Him by the ties of a common 
nature. The second and the fourth chap- 
ters of the Epistle to the Hebrews also 
represent this point strongly. You may 
Q 
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think I deviate from the subject of resig- 
nation; but I know of no other way of 
coming to it. Once brought to love Christ 
above all, we shall love other persons in 
the best manner; but always in subor- 
dination. Even to part with dearest 
friends will be practicable ; because, 
(1 Thessaionians, iv. 14,) “if we be- 
lieve that Jesus died and rose again, even 
so them also which sleep in Jesus will 
God bring with him ” When we can feel 
any genuine love to God in Christ, we 
shall be led to such an acquiescence in 
his wisdom and goodness, that we shall 
choose his will to take place rather than 
our’s; and the thought, — how soon all 
things shall be set right in a future life, 
and that he makes all things work toge- 
ther for good, will reconcile the mind to 
any thing that God pleases. And though 
the dissolution of soul and body be al- 
ways a serious thing, and against the 
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feelings of nature, yet a mind, whose 
hope and desire are with Jesus, and which 
has a constant thirst for spiritual enjoy- 
ments, as true felicity, and which is 
loosened from all worldly attachments, 
must, on the whole, wish for death, 
rather than life, as we all wish most for 
that which has most of our heart. But 
the love of God will teach such a one 
to resign himself, as to the time, to his 
Heavenly Father’s will. You will not 
mistake me, I hope, as if I supposed all 
true Christians have learnt all this com- 
pletely; far from it. These things are 
learnt by them in a measure; but not 
without much conflict, opposition from 
sinful nature all along, and much imper- 
fection. And though it is not easy to 
confine by rules the order of the Spirit’s 
operations, yet this seems the general 
order of Christian virtue; viz. repent- 
ance, faith, love, resignation. — In Christ 
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himself this resignation was perfect; — j 
“ Not my will, but thine be done and, 
as far as we can trust in him for grace, 
so far we may receive grace out of his 
fulness. Among mere men, St. Paul 
seems the completest pattern of resig- 
nation. What a tremendous view is that 
of his sufferings in the latter part of the 
eleventh chapter of his Second Epistle 
to the Corinthians ! But how practicable 
did the love of God make every thing to 
him ! In Philippians, iv. 11 —13, he tells 
us he had learned to be content in any 
state, and that he* could do all things 
through Christ which strengthened him ; 
and the original word, for had learned, 
alluding to the pagan mysteries, 
shows that the learning was of a myste- 
rious nature*. — Dear brother, I write in 
the fulness of affection, wishing you to 
make it your main business, from day to 
day, to learn these things. I am far 
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from thinking that your long course of 
afflictions has been against your acquiring 
them. Oh, let us beg for patience to lie 
as clay in the hands of his infinite wis- 
dom, who knows how to humble our 
pride, and to break our wills, and to 
form us to a conformity to himself! And 
may you be helped to a steady course of 
praying, and of seeking God, with a wil- 
lingness to give up all for Christ ! — I 

have been looking at Dr. ’s Life. 

The man was unfaithful to his convic- 
tions, — for the most part of his life at 
least. Had he been* humble 'before God, 

, W would have l^een despised in the 
Vorld, but have been comfortable in his 
own soul. 

May Christ Jesus visit you, and lead 
you,? ’dear brother, to true rest. t 

.a. Your’s, &c. * 

Let those, who, during Mr. M ’s 
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life, thought him au enthusiast, a fanatic, 
wrong-headed, or, in general, irrational, 
reflect, that this letter was written in 
great weakness of body, and under such 
circumstances as could afford little pro- 
bability of recovery of health ;* — and 
when they have got over their first sur- 
prise at the wisdom and solidity of the 
advice it contains, then let them further 

reflect on the state of Mr. M ’$ 

mind in those moments when usually 
all human comforts fail; and on his firm 
expectations and glorious prospects of a 
future life, and they may perhaps be dis- 
posed to say, u Let me die the death of 
the righteous.” 

* The violence of Mr. M — — ’s fever had 
abated; but he never recovered from its debi- 
litating effects. 
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Extract from Mrs . Trimmer's Diary , on 
the Sudden Death of a Child • 

To Mrs . Denward . 

Brentford , October 6, 1795. 
My Dear Madam; 

Both myself and family do most sin- 
cerely sympathize with you and the dis- 
tressed parent, in your affliction, which 
is doubtless very great, and so sadden a 
shock cannot but be severely felt. Indeed 
it is necessary, at first, to give way to the 
feelings of nature ; they cannot be re- 
sisted, in the beginning, without such 
effects as may be hurtful to the constitu- 
tion; nor does God require of us to be 
insensible to the evils we meet with. But 
1 need not say to you , 1 am sure, that it 
is not for Christians to sorrow like those 
without hope. After we have wept for 
the dead, we must seek comfort for our- 
selves ; and those that seek will surely 
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find. 1 have reason to say so, for 1 have 
experienced divine consolation under 
some of the greatest trials humanity is 
exposed to ; — the loss of a most dear 
husband by a stroke of Providence, as 
instantaneous as that which put an end 
to the mortal existence of your beloved 
child; which misfortune .fell upon me 
before I had overcome the death of a 
most promising and amiable son. But I 
resigned my soul to the divine will, not 
doubting but that all things are ordered 
for the best by unerring wisdom. I prayed 
earnestly and frequently for divine aid; 
and it was graciously and abundantly 
granted me. 1 do not doubt, my dear 
Madam, but that you and your afflicted 
friend fiy to the same source ; and I am 
persuaded you will soon be strengthened 
to sustain the burden of your griefs, and 
to rejoice in tjhe midst of affliction;— 
And is there not) in reality, cause to re- 
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joice, even now, for the dear deceased , 
at least? Only consider the wonderful 
difference between the world he has left, 
and that to which he is removed. Think 
of the difference between a life of certain 
cares, and probable sickness and sorrow, 
and a life of ever-blooming youth and 
endless felicity ! Y ou know, my dear 
Madam, that death is not annihilation . — 
No; it is the gate of immortality,— the 
Jordan which must be passed before any 
mortal can arrive at the heavenly Canaan ; 
before any child of God can be put in 
possession of his eternal inheritance; be- 
fore he can obtain the crown of glory; 
before he can be admitted to the pre- 
sence of his God and Saviour. Endea- 
vour, then, I earnestly intreat you, to 
banish from your mind the melancholy 
idea of a mangled corpse, waiting the 
arrival of the coroner ; and cherish, in its 
room, the delightful idea of an innocent 
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soul springing from its tabernacle of 
earth, and conducted by angels to the 
mansions of bliss. When the corpse lay 
in the state above mentioned, it no longer 
constituted a part of your dear child ; and 
even the body itself was past all sense of 
pain. Why, then, should it be an object 
of lamentation ? But it may be said, that 
an instant before the dear child was living, 
and hastening with delight to those friends 
whom he knew would welcome him with 
joy. Very true; but was he not an in- 
stant after delivered from mortality, and 
hastening, as we may reasonably suppose, 
with delight unspeakable, to the presence 
of his Heavenly Father, whose arms of 
everlasting mercy were open to receive 
him? But his poor afflicted mother is 
deprived of her greatest earthly comfort. 
She may then look up with the confidence 
of hope to the God of Heaven for com- 
fort, far beyond any that mortal can be- 
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stow. She expected, from his promising 
virtues, that he would be the stay of her 
age, the solace of her widowhood. — But 
are not there promises in Scripture, that, 
to all whom God sees fit to afflict, be will 
be himself the sure Friend ? Depend upon 
it, the widow who trusts in God will never 
be forsaken. This darling child might 
have laid such hold of her affection, as 
to have taken her thoughts from heavenly 
things. A great temptation is certainly 
taken away by his death. She may now 
safely indulge the hope of being happy 
with him, — happy for eternal ages. A few 
short years of human life will soon pass 
away. All beyond the grave is bright and 
inviting to those who love God ; to those 
who love Christ, and wish for his appear- 
ing. I beg your pardon, my dear Madam, 
for thus obtruding my advice upon you, 
who think so justly and so piously upon all 
occasions ; but that the best of Christians 
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are apt to faint when sudden afflictions 
come upon them ; and it is the office of 
friendship to soothe them. I wish you 
could be prevailed upon -to come to us. 
We could not think it any trouble to con- 
tribute all in our power to your consola- 
tion. I hope you will excuse the liberty 
1 have taken of requesting a friend 
of mine to visit you in your present 
abode, in order to enforce 'my request. 

Her name is . She is, I believe, 

going to Liverpool this week. You will 
find her a charming woman; her mind 
replete with piety and good sense ; she 
has been tried in the furnace of affliction, 
and has conducted herself in the most 
exemplary manner in some of the most 
critical situations. I am sure you would 
be delighted with her if you knew her 
virtues. I hope I was not too late in my 

application to Mrs. H , for it would 

give me particular satisfaction to hear of 
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you and Mrs. G from somebody who 

had seen and conversed with you. 

Believe me, dear Madam, 

Your obliged and affectionate friend, 

S. T . 



Copy of a Letter from the late Rev . Dr. 

Stewart , of Edinburgh , to Mr. B , 

on the Death of Mrs. Stewart . 

Moulin, February 7, 1799. 

Now, my dear brother, I have joyful 
news to tell! My Louisa is safely arrived 
at her heavenly home. Her passage was 
remarkably smooth, and her exit speedy. 
Yesterday morning her spirit took its 
departure, about ten o’clock, and long 
ere now it is with God who gave it. 
Her strength had been declining eveiy 
R 
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day; — she could speak but little, and 
with difficulty; but her speech was full 
of her Saviour’s kindness and love to 
her soul. Two or three days before her 
death, she was threatened with some 
degree of suffering, from the feebleness 
of her frame, but it came no farther. 
The Lord was pleased to deal most ten- 
derly with her tyid us, for she breathed 
her last without a struggle, or a feature 
discomposed. 

But a few years ago, my address to } 
my friends, and to you, I remember, in 
particular, was avyyot^t poi, on what we 
all reckoned a joyful occasion. Through 
the grace of God vouchsafed to my dear 
partner and myself, I am enabled, from 
my heart, to repeat the same address'. I 
do not forbid you, my dear friends, to 
weep, it is the expression of many a 
tender and spiritual emotion; but I do 
call on you not to grieve or mourn for 
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me, as for one without hope ; rather let 
us praise the Lord, and exalt his name 
together, for his many loving kindnesses 
and tender mercies; saying with Job, 
“ Blessed be the name of the Lord.” 



Extract from a Letter to a Friend in the 
near Prospect of Death . 

1 have been reading the account in the 
Pilgrim’ 8 Progress of the manner in 
which the pilgrims passed over the river, 
in sight of the Celestial City, and the 
Angel bands which were ready g» receive 
them at the other side. I have thouglht 
that it might be strengthening to you to 
remind you of it ; and I shall just copy 
out the account of the passage of the 
R 2 
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pilgrim Standfast , who may be consi- 
dered as a^type of every believer who is 
able' to lay hold on the strong Deliverer 
from sin, and from death, 

u When Mr. Standfast had thus set 

i ■ ‘ 

things in order, and the time being come 
for him to haste him away, he also went 
down to the river. Now there was a 
great calm at that time in the river ; 
wherefore Mr. Standfast, when he was 
about half way in, stood a while, and* 
talked with his companions that had 
waited upon him thither; and he said, 
‘This river has been a terror to many; 
yea, the thoughts of it have often frighted 
me, also ; now, methinks, I stand easy ; 
my foot is fixed upon that on which the 
feet of the priests that bore the ark of 
the Covenant stood, while Israel went 
over this Jordan. (Joshua, iii. 7.) The 
waters are, indeed, to the palate bitter, 
and to the stomach cold, yet the thoughts 
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of what 1 am going to, and of the con- 
ductors that await me at the other side, 
lie as a burning coal at my heart. 1 see 
myself now at the end of my journey ; 
my toilsome days are ended. I am 
going to see that head that was crowned 
with thorns, and that face that was spit 
upon for me. I have formerly lived by 
hearsay, and faith ; but now I go, where 
I shall live by sight, and shall be with 
him, in whose company I delight myself. 
I have loved to hear my Lord spoken 
of ; and wherever I have seen the print of 
his foot upon the earth, there I have 
coveted t<^ set my foot too. His name 
has been to me most sweet; yea, sweeter 
than all perfumes ; his voice to mp has 
been delightful; and his countenance 1 
have more desired, than they that have 
most desired the light of the sun. His 
words I did use to gather for my food, 
and for antidotes against fainting^. He 
R 3 
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has held me, and hath kept me from mine 
iniquities ; yea, my steps have been 
strengthened in his ways.’ 

“As he went through the river, he said, 
— ‘Death, where is thy sting?* And as 
he went down deeper, he said, * Grave, 
where is thy victory?’ So, he passed 
over, and all the trumpets sounded for 
him at the other side.” 



Letter to a Friend on the Loss of her 
infant Daughter . 

My Dear Friend; 

As circumstances prevent mer from 
being with you on this mournful, but 
teaching occasion, this seems 'die only 

4 , 

method of conveying to you the sym- 
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pathies of friendship, which are, perhaps, 
more truly felt in sorrow than in joy. 
Yet, while I assure you, that I have in- 
deed felt for, and with you, each sigh and 
groan of your departed treasure, I will 
not offer you common-place condolences, 
but would rather exchange them for 
Christian communion. Let me call upon 
you to rejoice, that you were honoured, 
in being, even for so short' a time, the 
nurse of an heir of glory. If it be counted 
ayn honour worth seeking for, by the 6rst 
ladies of, the land, to be the nurses of 
king’s children, think how you, my dear 
friend* have been favoured, a favour un- 
sought for, in having nursed a daughter 
of the King of kings, during her short 
sojourn among us, in having sheltered 
her from the blasts of tins waste 
howling wilderness, as long as she was 
in a condition to be exposed to them.! 
Sweet, yet somewhat strange, is the idea 
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of being possessed of a spirit child, the 
idea seems almost too pure to realize 
in our degraded state; but^ were such 
associations eradicated from our minds, 
it would destroy a large portion of our 
happiness here; and, according to our 
present apprehensions, hereafter also. — 
And happily, we are not so entirely com- 
posed of body, as not to feel these spi- 
ritual relations, for the soul acknowledges 
them as its nearest and dearest ties. You 
may rejoice that you have a part of your 
heart and soul m heaven. Christian phi- 
losophers, as I might term them, > may 
tell us, that such things should form no 
part of our contemplations, with respect 
to that place where God is aU in all. 
Their assertion would be true, if we 
were all reasonable, or all divine, but 
we are human beings; and, though we 
trust, possessed of renovated souls, yet 
they are still earthly. And surely the 
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removal of those we loved here, gives 
us an increased interest in the place to 
which they are gone. But will the phi- 
losopher again tell us, that such feelings 
are owing to our corrupt nature; that 
the tenderest and most refined feelings' 
of our hearts are tainted ? It is granted. 
But the religion of Jesus does not era- 
dicate such dispositions, but it ennobles 
and elevates them. Jesus himself sanc- 
tified them, by being, as man, under 
their influence, —when He took upon 
Himself our nature, and bore our infir- 
mities. And the Apostle, while he makes 
his beautiful climax concerning the as- 
sembly. in heaven/ begins with, “An 
innumerable company of angels, and 
the spirits of just men made perfect.” 
Rejoice, my dear friend, that ere the 
feet of your darling were defiled by this 
contaminating world, she was removed 
to that city, whose streets are of pure 



Digitized by Google 



190 



gold, — that ere her voice could speak 
the language of earth, she was caught 
up to join the song of the 144,000 who 
were redeemed from among men, — that 
ere her hands were entangled with the 
perplexing cares of life, unto her was 
given a golden harp, to hymn salvation 
unto the dear God that sitteth on the 
throne, and unto the Lamb for ever. We 
may observe, that there is one song there 
for the redeemed of all ages, and tongues, 
and climes ; and from the words of that 
song, we may know what was once the 
state of those who utter it ; and what 
is their view of themselves, and what 
of Him to whom their praises are 
addressed. 

Concerning the salvation of infants, 
let me remind yon, that it rests not on 
mere hope, or vague conjecture, or affec- 
tionate wishes, or reasonings; the word 
of God is, for our consolation, explicit 
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on this point, — and, we believe, on a 
scriptural ground, that departed infants 
are but transient visitors to our earth, 
touching upon its surface in their way 
to glory. Let us look at Romans, v. 14, 
and we shall see that those who have 
not sinned after the similitude of Adam’s 
transgression, can refer to no other crea- 
tures than infants, and from the connexion 
between this and the following verses, 
we may be, confident that they are in- 
cluded in the “ grace,” “ life,” “ righ- 
teousness,” and “ justification,” which 
are there set forth. 

How great the reward which you 
have, even now, obtained, for your 
care in nourishing the precious charge 
which was committed to your trust. The* 
reward I allude to, is the teaching 
lesson, and the gracious invitation you 
have received. How much may you 
learn from this afflictive dispensation. 
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Does uot the state to which our little 
heavenly nurseling is advanced, teach 
us the free-grace and loving-kindness of 
the Saviour? She laboured not even one 
hour in the vineyard ; on what then could 
she found a claim to those vast glories to 
which she is advanced? Let her own 
harmonious voice answer, “Unto Him 
that hath loved me, and washed me from 
my sins in his own blood,” be the glory 
given. But will it be said, that she 
had not sinned? Let us turn again to 
Romans, v. “ By one man sin entered 
into the world, and death by sin; and, 
so death passed upon all men, for that 
all have' ginned, — neverthless, death 
reigned from Adam to Moses, even over 
them that had nit sinned after the simi- 
litude of Adam’s transgression. And 
observe the description which is giyen 
of all the glorified; — “These are they 
which came out of great tribulation, and 
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have washed their robes, and made them 
white in the blood of the Lamb, — therefore 
are they before the throne of God.” But 
again, let me remind you of the gra- 
cious invitation you have received. If 
we are all in the same condition, all 
saved in the same manner, oh, trust the 
free grace of God which has thus been 
manifested to you. Do you also, without 
a work, lay hold on “ His exceeding 
great and precious promises.” “ Behold 
your lily, it toiled not, neither did it 
spin ; yet I say unto you, that Solomon, 
in ail his glory, was , not arrayed like 
one 6f these!” 

Let us who have “ sinned «after the 
similitude of Adam’s transgressions,” be 
quickened to lay hold, more firmly of 
the cross, and to trust more implicitly 
to the finished work of the Redeemer, 
who, when we were without strength, 
died for us. With a sincere desire and - 
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prayer, that this event may be abun- 
dantly blessed to all our souls, by that 
quickening Spirit, who applies to the 
heart both the providences and word 
of God, 

I remain, my dear , 

Your sympathizing friend, 

A C 



The Lady, to whom this Letter was 
addressed, was in deep distress of 
mind. 



From the Rev . R. J, M. 

July 30, 1816. 

My very Dear Friend; 

It was but yesterday I received your 
sister’s letter, dated the 23rd; by some 

* 
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delay of the post it was six days on its 
journey instead of one. 1 only mention 
this lest you should imagine that I de- 
layed an hour to answer it, beyond the 
regular course of the mail. And now 
what can 1 say to comfort yon? I trust 
the Lord “ who comforteth them that are 
cast down” will make my poor word a 
word in season; and yet it is not a poor 
word which speaketh of the Alpha and 
Omega, the first and the last, the begin- 
ning and end of all consolation; that which 
casts you so much down, gives me great 
confidence concerning you, namely, the 
view you have of your own evil heart of 
unbelief; this I am sure you never de- 
rived from any source but from the Father 
of Lights ; for, “ whatsoever maketh 
manifest is light;” now your heart is in 
some degree made manifest to your view. 

I say “in some degree,” for “the heart is 
deceitful above all things, and desperately 
s 2 
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wicked, who can know it?” saitb the 
Lord: “1 the Lord try the reins and the 
heart He only then knows the extent 
of its depravity, and we know it but in 
part. Now 1 know that the devil's grand 
object is to hide us from all view of our- 
selves ; therefore he flatters us that we 
are good, keeps the world that is in 
trespasses and sins, and makes the chil- 
dren of God imagine every day that in 
them there dwelleth at least some good 
thing ; his language to each of us, is the 
same as it was to our mother, “Thou 
shalt not surely die.” Therefore, my dear 
friend, when you are given to see the 
evil of that poor wicked heart of your’s, 
I am sure it is the Lord that shows it to 
you j however the fiend, since he sees he 
cannot persuade you that you are good 
enough to deserve salvation , would gladly 
persuade you that you are too bad to be 
saved. So you are too bad, if Jesus is not 
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almighty, if he is not able to save to the 
uttermost, if his blood does not cleanse 
from all sin. Oh, thou of little faith! 
wherefore dost thou doubt, what are your 
fears ? Alas ! I am so sinful ! Very well, 
— “ This is a faithful saying f mark that 
word faithful, that is a saying of the God 
of truth who cannot lie, “That Christ 
Jesus came into the world to save sinners,” 
that is, such as you. Oh, but 1 am such 
a great sinner! Now, did Christ come to 
save little sinners? sinners with good 
hearts, and sinners that should pray well, 
and sinners that had much faith, and sin- 
ners that had no fear of death ; if he came 

onlv to save such as these, I confess I 
•» 

think there is no comfort for you in the 
Bible. But if he came to save those 
whose hearts are enmity against him, 
those who instead of believing in him cry, 
“Crucify him, crucify him or who 
blaspheme or deny with an oath, “ 1 know 
s 3 
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not the man;” or those, who, like the 
thief, join their associates in reviling him. 
If Jesus came to save such as these, as 
we know he did; and if he came “to 
deliver those who through fear of death 
were all their life-time subject to bond- 
age;” (Hebrews, ii. 15 .) if he came to 
redeem them from the curse of the law 
which these vile, accursed, and guilty 
rebels have entailed upon themselves ; if 
this is what he came to do, — then, “ Sing/ 
oh, barren, thou that didst not heartbreak 
forth into singing, and cry aloud.” “ Fear 
not, for thou shalt not be ashamed, neither 
be thou confounded, for thou shalt not be 
put to shame for thou shalt not be put 
to shame! why not? “For thy Maker is 
thine husband, the Lord of Hosts is his 
natne ; and thy Redeemer the Holy One 
of Israel, the God of the whole earth 
shall he be called. For the Lord hath 
called thee as a woman forsaken and 
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grieved in spirit.” Surely that addresses 
you * — Again : “ Oh, thou afflicted, tossed 
with tempests and not comforted there 
is as if your very name were almost 
written in the Scripture. One would think 
the prophet had you in his eye; well, 
what does he say about youl “For a 
small moment have 1 forsaken thee, but 
with great mercies will I gather thee. In 
a little wrath 1 hid my face from thee for 
a moment ; but with everlasting kindness 
will I have mercy on thee, saith the Lord 
thy Redeemer. For the mountains shall 
depart, and the hills be removed, but my 
knowledge shall not depart from me, 
neither shall the covenant of my peace be 
removed, saith the Lord that hath mercy 
on thee. In righteousness sbalt thou be 
established.” Not your own poor “ filthy 
rags,” but in the righteousness of Him who 
is the end of the law for righteousness, 
whose white robe covers the vilest of the 
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vile. In this righteousness thou shalt 
be established; thou shalt be far from 
oppression, for thou shalt not fear; and 
from terror, for it shall not come near 
thee. — Are these exceeding great and 
precious promises true of the whole 
church? Then are they as true of every 
individual member, and of you among 
the rest. Where, then, is thy fear, when 
Jehovah saith, Thou shalt not fear, who 
dare say, Thou shalt? The devil does. 
Yes, indeed, he alone dare. But what if Ac 
dare ? Shall the word of the father of 
lies be believed in preference to that of 
the God of truth? But you do not be- 
lieve, and you cannot pray , and you do 
not feel, and you cannot realize , God's 
presence , and you cannot conquer fears of 
death . — This is your language. Well; 
and what then ? Suppose you cannot ; — 
Do not you see that, in all this, you want 
to do something for yourself \ and that you 
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are looking into yourself to obtain peace ? 
— What shall / do to be saved ? — “ What 
good thing shall I do to inherit eternal 
life?” is still the language of the natural 
mind. Now, my dear friend, I beseech 
you, for Christ’s sake, be content to do 
nothing , but to lean on Him who has done 
all thing 8 for his people. Has not Christ 
conquered all enemies ? — If not, we can 
do nothing; — we are all lost. But if He 
has, surely you may be content to de- 
pend on the victory he has gained, with- 
out wanting to fight the battle over again 
for yourself. “ In all these things,” saith 
Paul, “we are more than conquerors.” 
How? — Is it because we have fought 
ourselves? No; but “through Him that 
loved us,” who is the Captain of our sal- 
vation. Can we hope to conquer enemies 
which only He could subdue ? 

There was a poor little sheep once, 
that was, like all of its species, a weakly 
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defenceless creature, but it knew not 
how weak and miserable it was ; it was 
along with its brothers and sisters in 
the midst of a country infested with 
wolves and wild beasts, and had fallen 
a prey to them long before had it not 
been for the good shepherd who kept his 
flock safe in a high fold, that all the 
wolves on earth could never climb over. 
In this it had lain with the rest of the 
flock for many a stormy night, secure in 
its fold, and under its shepherd’s care ; 
but one night the wind was roaring, and 
the rain was beating, and the hungry 
wolves were howling ; and this poor little 
silly sheep began to be frightened, forget- 
ful of its good shepherd, and its high fold, 
and of all the nights of howling and storm 
in which it had lain secure, it began to 
fear that its enemies would climb over 
the wall, and that its shepherd would be 
u/iabie or unwilling to defend it, and that 
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it must perish. What does it do ? It im- 
mediately, with wisdom peculiar to such 
silly creatures, took it into its head, that 
if it could only get a hold of these wolves 
itself, it would be able to conquer them 
all, and thus gain the victory over its 
enemies, and its apprehensions at once. 
Accordingly, it .addressed another sheep 
thus ; “ My dear brother, don’t you hear 
the winds roaring, and the wolves howl- 
ing? — I’m frightened to death; I shall 
surely perish. Oh, if I had the wolves 
under my feet ; if I had their fangs out, 
and if I had gags in their mouths to stop 
their bowlings, then I should be content! 
— I will go out and fight them.” “Alas ! 
poor silly sheep,” replied the brother. 
What madness possesses you? — Don’t 
you know that a single wolf would kill 
our whole flock ; and are you so beside 
yourself as to expect to outlive a mo- 
ment’s conflict with, not one, but with a 
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thousand wolves ? Have we not lain 
here for magy a night secure from harm 1 
Is not the fold as good ? Is not the dear 
shepherd the samel Will he not sooner 
perish than lose one of us ? — And what 
are you afraid of? Lie still, poor silly 
sheep ; it is to our fold, and to our shep- 
herd, we owe our safety if it depended 
on ourselves, or our conquests, we should 
be lost indeed for ever.” 

Was not that a poor silly sheep, my 
dear sister? And are not you just such 
another? Now do lit still; leave yourself 
simply to Christ; and whether he gives 
you pain or comfort ; — whether he drives 
the wolves far away, or lets them come 
near you, so that you can hear them 
howling, still be at rest; lie quiet; .and 
let the remembrance that he laid down 
his life for the sheep, teach you that he 
would sooner lose his throne of glory 
than one for whom he paid so high a price. 
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Give my kind regards to your sister; 
beg of her to write to me, jmd tell me 
about you. 

May the dear Shepherd of Israel bless 
this poor word to your soul, to make you 
rest in peace and joy in the fulness of 
his salvation ! I would go to you, but I 
was very ill, — never was able to go into 
the pulpit since I saw you, and could not 
go to see you from illness when in town. 

Farewell, my dear friend. May the 
peace of Jesus rest on you now and ever. 
Amen. 

Your affectionate friend, &c. 

It. J. M. 



Extract of a Letter . 

July 21, 1821. 
“ Exhorting them to continue in the 
faith, and that we must, through much 
T 
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tribulation, enter into tbe kingdom of 
God.” Such, my dear and suffering friend, 
are the words of that blessed book, from 
whence all our comfort is derived. To 
say that I have felt, and still feel much 
on your account, would be only telling 
you what I would fain hope you are 
already well assured of ; I did, indeed, 
shed many tears over your letter, but 
they were those of unbelief; for it ap- 
peared to me impossible, that in your 
present weak state, you could bear up 
against such an unexpected stroke ; how- 
ever, our dear and gracious Lord hath 
spoken better things to me already, and 
given me, I trust, well-grounded hope 
that he will, ere long, bind up those 
wounds, which he has himself, for wise 
purposes, inflicted; speaking peace to 
your poor troubled spirit. Oh, may it be 
so, my very dear friend. Just before I re- 
ceived your letter yesterday, I had been 
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reading and praying over the text of the 
day, in “The Christian Remembrancer 
and when I came to that part of your 
letter, where you say, “ If you have a 
word of consolation for me/ that sweet 
promise contained in the text, seemed 
to me as if heaven directed, “ Be thou 
faithful unto death, and I will give you 
a crown of life.” Is there not comfort, 
in these words, my dear friend, for every 
time of need? But among the manifold 
scriptures which might be adduced, 
beaming with mercy and consolation, 
there is one containing but few words, 
which, to my heart, seems to include 
every other, — “ It is the Lord this has 
often spoken peace to my troubled mind, 
when tempted to think with Jacob, “All 
these things are against me but the 
blessed words, brought home to the heart 
by faith, lays the believer, weary and 
heavy laden, at the foot of the cross; 
t 2 
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in much submission to the will of Him, 
who not ‘only doeth all things, but who 
doeth all things well ; for we must never 
forget that “affliction cometh not forth 
of the dust/* Consider likewise, my dear 
friend, and apply those gracious words 
of our Saviour , 4 4 Wh^t I do, thou kno'west 
not now, but thou shalt know hereafter.” 
Poor selfish creatures as we are, we 
regret that a saint, ripe for glory, is taken 
home, not considering 44 that the righ- 
teous is taken away from the evil to 
come.” How differently do we act and 
feel in temporal and spiritual concerns ; 
had you, and that dear departed saint 
been travelling together here on e^arth, 
along a rough and thorny road; beset 
with dangers on every side, and pursued 
by an enemy who sought your life; but 
which road must be passed to arrive at 
a mansion, where dwelt both her aijd 
your dearest earthly friend : would you 
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not have hailed with joy a messenger 
sent by that dear friend to carry your 
poor weary fellow traveller in his arms 
to J that place of rest, without obliging 
him any longer to bear the burthen and 
heat of the day; and more particularly, 
if he promised to return and fetch you 
likewise, after you had pulled a few 
bitter herbs which his departure had 
occasioned to spring up in your path, 
and which that dear friend, to whose 
roof you were hastening, had promised, 
if laid at his feet , to turn into the most 
delicious fruit and flowers, unfading in 
their nature. Resolve then, my dear 
friend, in the strength of the Lord, to 
mount, with the Prophet Habakkuk/the 
tower of observation, and try to see 
those dispensations of your heavenly 
Father in some such light as this, and 
may He give your soul an answer of 
peace, is my fervent prayer. The seventh 
T 3 
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chapter of Revelations, from the 13tb 
verse to the end, is very comforting and 
encouraging. There certainly is a charm 
in the Bible, which none but a believer’s 
heart can feel ; it is sufficient, when 
applied in faith, to heal every wound 
which flesh is liable to. I pray God it 
may prove so to you, in this and every 
instance, my very dear friend. 1 dare 
say you have read “ Cecil’s Friendly 
Visit;” but probably not when recent 
afflictions brought its contents home to 
your heart I wish I had an opportunity 
of sending it to you, — but get it and read 
it as my gift. 

With truest'affection, 

Your's, 
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Extract of a Letter . 

March 24, 1824. . 

I feel very much for the afflicting be- 
reavement that you and your dear sisters 
have experienced; — but I have seen so 
much of death, in its worst character, 
seizing upon persons who have remained 
blind for years beneath the blaze of gos- 
pel light in this place, and yet worse, per- 
haps, upon those who have made a hol- 
low verbal profession of the faith, but 
still continued devoted to the world and 
the flesh, that it was almost a relief to 
my mind to contemplate the blessed 
byent of a devoted servant -of Christ, 
who had indeed brought forth much 
fruit in her age ; whose children could 
daily rise up and call her blessed; who 
evidenced to the world that she was the 
Lord’s disciple, by keeping his command- 
ments; and whose light shone among 
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men, so that even those^who understood 
not the divine source from whence it 
emanated, were constrained to glorify 
God in her. Such a servant called while 
diligently watching for the summons, and 
taken to sit down to supper with her 
Lord ; yea, to sit down with Him upon 
his throne, as one who had overcome in 
his strength, and through his name. 
Surely, my dearest friends, as death, so 
likewise must sorrow, be swallowed up 
in victory ; and you COULD not wish to 
keep her from the crown of righteousness 
laid up for those who love the appearing 
of the Lord Jesus; who, having had the 
old man crucified with Him, are raised 
up to walk in newness of life, living by 
faith, rejoicing in hope, and pressing for- 
ward to the mark, the prize of their high 
calling in Christ Jesus. The flesh will 
mourn, and the eyes will b£ cast around, 
unconsciously seeking her who was the 
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centre of the love, and attentions, and 
anxieties of your little circle; but, you 
look a little further beyond that circle, 
and behold darkness almost covering the 
earth, and gross darkness the people ; — 
you see the aspect of vice and despair ; — 
you hear the voice of blasphemy, and 
the shout of that mirth which tendeth to 
heaviness and eternal lamentation; and 
then you ask, Who made her to differ ? — 
Who brought her into the bonds of that 
covenant from which so many around her 
were excluded? And, while you feel that 
your praise is too poor, too weak, and 
faint, and polluted, to be worthy of Him 
who wrought these wonders, do you not 
rejoice with joy unspeakable, that she 
has learnt the song of Moses and of the 
Lamb ? — that she has joined the cheerful 
songs of angels round the throne. 
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An Act of Resignation . 

Oh, righteous Judge and Disposer of 
all events, who shall presume to dictate 
to Thee ? We are the clay in thy hands, 
and thou art the Potter. — Lord, what is 
man, that he should dare to reply against 
God? 

Great God, thy ways are unsearchable l 
— I am dumb; I open not my mouth, 
because Thou hast done it. Thou that 
gavest life, hast a right to take it away. 
Thou that givest health, success, friend- 
ship, and endearment, hast a right to re- 
call them when Thou pleasest. Thou 
gavest them without desert; Thou hast 
a right to take them away without our 
mourning or repining. Be silent, oh, my 
soul, hush every thought that would ar- 
raign infinite goodness, or would dispute 
with infinite wisdom. 
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“The Lord gave, and the Lord hath 
taken away; blessed be the name of the 
Lord.” Be this the language of my soul, 
and may my grief find alleviation. 

Help, oh, help me to believe that this 
very trial is thy appointment ; it is what 
thy wisdom approves, thy goodness or- 
dains ; and though I see not the reason 
of what thou doest now, yet I shall 
know it hereafter. There the mystery will 
be unfolded ; there I shall praise for 
what I now deplore. Great, indeed, as 
is the present affliction, help me to be- 
lieve, that, could I view the event as my 
God seeth it, I could then be perfectly 
satisfied ; 1 should then cordially approve 
it ; I should look at it, and say with holy 
pleasure, Thy will be done. 

Thy mercies, O my God, have abounded 
towards me ; blessed be thy holy name, 
that they were so long continued; my 
negligence, my forgetfulness, my want 
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of gratitude, had long ago forfeited all 
those thy favours ; when I reflect on thy 
forbearance, I forget my woe ; my grief 
subsides ; my tears are the expression 
of my gratitude. 

Hast thou taken from me thy bounties, 
my friends, my child in whom my life 
seemed bound up; or my partner that 
was as my own soul: my God, Thou 
hast taken no more than Thou gayest. 
Thou art Almighty to sustain, and to 
make up my loss. Let me rest in Thee, 
Thou Father of the fatherless. Thou that 
pleadest the cause of the widow, Thou 
Friend of the friendless, Thou Refuge of 
him that hath none to help him ; O sanc- 
tify these thy appointments; may they 
lead me to rest in Thee, the chief good, 
the Portion of my soul. 

I sorrow, but not as one that hath no 
hope ; I mourn, but am not desolate. 
Oh, Thou Lamb of God, Thou Man of 
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sorrows, Thou wast once acquainted with 
grief ; Thou art still touched with a feel- 
ing of our infirmities ; have mercy upon 
me : In tender pity bow my will to thine ; 
preserve me from a rebellious spirit; 
enable me to drink the cup my Father 
hath given me; may I trust thy pro- 
vidence, may I rely on thy promise, and 
leave every concern with Thee. Thou 
speakest to my soul, “ Be still, and know 
that I am God/’ May 1 know that Thou 
art God, and then I shall be still. Lord, 
I believe, help thou my unbelief. May 
these afflictions yield the peaceable fruit 
of righteousness while I live, and when 
I die, work out for me a far more ex- 
ceeding and eternal weight of glory. 
Amen. 
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A PBAYER IN SICKNESS. 

O Lord, leave me not, poor and 
helpless sinner that I am, in my most 
healthful state ; leave me not especially, 
I beseech thee, in the low, the languid, 
the distressing circumstances of infirmity 
and disease ! Jesus Master, Thou art said 
to have borne our sicknesses, because 
Thou bearest the sins which occasioned 
them; take, take away from my con- 
science the guilt which brought disease, 
and then the worst part of its misery 
shall likewise be done away ; and when, 
through my feebleness or disorder, I 
cannot act faith upon thy love, oh, lift 
my drooping spirit, carry me as one of 
thy lambs in thy hosom, enfold me in 
thy gracious arms, and let my soul wholly 
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commit itself, and give up its all, in 
quiet resignation to Thee l If Thou raise 
me from my sickness, grant that it may 
be for setting forth of thy glory among 
men. If thou take me by sickness from * 
this world, oh, Thou hope and life of my 
soul, receive me to thyself, my ever- 
lasting happiness, and present me as 
another monument of sovereign grace, 
before the great assembly of saints and 
angels in thy kingdom of heaven ! 
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THE LILY. 

How withered, perished, seems the form 
Of yon obscure unsightly root ! 

Yet from the blight of wintry storm, 

It hides secure the precious fruit ! 

The careless eye can find no grace, 

No beauty in the scaly folds ; 

Nor sees within the dark embrace, 

What latent loveliness it holds. 

Yet in that bulb, those sapless scales, 

The Lily wraps her silver vest, 

*Till vernal suns, and vernal gates, 

Shall kiss once more her fragrant breast 
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Yes, hide beneath the mouldering heap, 

The undelighting slighted thing ; 

There in the cold earth, buried deep, 

In silence let it wait the spring ! 

Oh ! many a stormy night shall close 
In gloom upon the barren earth, 

While still, in undisturbed repose, 

Uninjured lies,, the future birth. 

And ignorance, with sceptic eye, 

Hope's patient smile shall wondering view ; 

Or mock her fond credulity, * 

As her soft tears the spot bedew. 

Sweet tear of hope ; delicious tear ! 

The sun, the shower indeed shall come ; 

The promised verdant shoot appear, 

And nature bid her blossoms bloom ! 



And thou, O virgin queen of spring ! 

Shalt from thy dark and lowly bed. 
Bursting thy green sheath's silken string. 
Unveil thy charms, and perfume shed. 
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* 

Unfold thy robes of purest white, 

Unsullied from their darksome grave. 

And thy soft petals silvery light, 

In the mild breeze unfettered wave. 

So faith shall seek the lowly dust, 

Where humble sorrow loves to lie, 

And bid her thus her hopes entrust, 

And watch with patient, cheerful eye ; 

And bear the long cold wint'ry night, 

And bear her own degraded doom, 

And wait dll heaven’s reviving light, 

Eternal spring ! shall burst the gloom. 



M.T. 
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THE DYING CHRISTIAN. 



Ye friends who stand around ray bed, 
And weep to see me die, 

Let not yonr tears for me be shed, 

I see salvation nigh ! 

O could ye view the things of earth, 
As I this moment view ; 

Its pleasures of how little worth, 

Its fairest hopes untrue. 

Swift would ye run the heavenly race, 
Nor pause to look behind, 

Till an eternal resting place, 

Your weary souls should find. 

Tho’ dimly thro’ the veil of sense, 
Immortal glories shine, 

Gladly my soul departs from hence, 

To snatch the prize divine ! 
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The opening prospects that I see, 

Ye cannot now behold, 

•Till entering on eternity, 

Their radiant forms unfold ! 

Yon bright, eternal, countless throng 
Beckon my soul from earth, 

And welcome with celestial song, 

An heir of heavenly birth ! 

Lo ! on their white and dazzling dress, 
No stains of sin appear ; 

Each In his Saviour’s righteousness, 
Shines as the starry sphere ! 

The chariot waits to bear me home, 

Ye friends awhile adieu ! 

Where parting sorrows never come, 

O may I meet with you f 

Father ! whose summons I obey, 

Hear me for Jesu’s sake ! 

And to the realms of endless day, 

My joyful spirit take ! 
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BY THE REV. RICHARD CECIL, ON HIS 
INFANT CHILD WHO DIED AT DAY 
BREAK. 



Let me go, for the day breaketk . 



Cease here longer to detain me, 

Fondest mother drown’d in woe ; 

Now thy kind caresses pain me, 

Morn advances, — let me go. 

See yon orient streak appearing, 
Harbinger of endless day ; 

Hark ! a voice, the darkness cheering, 
Calls my new-born soul away ! 

Lately launched a trembling stranger, 

On the world’s.wild boisterous flood, 

Pierc’d with sorrows, toss’d with danger, 
Gladly I return to God. 

Now my cries shall cease to grieve thee, 
Now my trembling heart find rest ; 

Kinder arms than thine receive me, 
Softer pillow than thy breast. 



, y Google 






229 



Weep not o’er these eyes that languish, 
Upward turning t’ward their home ; 

Raptured, they’ll forget all anguish, 
While they wait to see thee come. 

There my mother, pleasures center, 
Weeping, parting, care, or woe, 

Ne’er our Father’s house shall enter, 
Morn advances, — let me go. 

As thro* this calm, holy dawning, 

Silent glides my parting breath, 

To an everlasting morning, — 

Gently close my eyes in death. 

Blessings endless, richest blessings, 
Pour their streams upon thy heart ! 

(Though no language yet possessing,) 
Breathes my spirit ere we part. 

Yet to leave thee sorrowing, rends me, 
Tho’ again his voice I hear ; 

Rise ! may every grace attend thee, 
Rise ! and seek to meet me there ! 



x 
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I shall be satisfied, when I awake with thy likeness. 
Psalm, xvii. 16. 



What tongue can tell, what fancy paint, 

The joys that fill tli* enraptur’d saint! 

When mix’d with heav’n’s triumphant throng, 
He shares their bliss, and swells their song. 

He feels no pain, he fears no want, 

His portion all that God can grant ; 

To see the Saviour as he is, 

And dwell in heav’n with him and his. 

No darkness now obscures his mind ; 

The darkness all is left behind ; 

And objects lately half conceal’d, 

In full resplendence stand reveal’d. 

His love, so cold, so mix’d before, 

In heav’n is cold, is mix’d no more ; 

It gains the region whence it came, 

And lives a pure eternal flame. 
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He dwells exempt from all alarm ; 

No world is there to fright or charm ; 
No foes to plot against his peace ; 

No sin to give their schemes success. 

O may I reach that blest abode, 
Where saints obtain their rest in God ! 
For this let every conflict here, 

As nothing in my sight appear. 



God of my life ! on Thee I call, 

Afflicted at thy feet I fall ; 

When the great water-floods prevail, 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail ! 

Friend of the friendless, and the faint ! 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint ? 
Where, but with thee, whose open door. 
Invites the helpless and the poor ! 

Did ever mourner plead with thee, 

And thou refuse that mourner’s plea ? 

Doth not the word still fix’d remain, 

That none shall seek thy face in vain ? 

x 2 
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That were a grief I could not bear, 

Didst thou not hear and answer prayer ; 
But a pray'r-hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under ev’ry load. 

Poor tho’ I be, despis’d, forgot, 

Yet God, my God, forgets me not ; 

And he^s safe, and must succeed, 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 
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And’ I said , O that I had toitigs like a dove, fyc. 

Psalm, lv. 6. 

O had I the wings of a doye, 

I’d make my escape, and begone ; 

I’d mix with the spirits above, 

Who encompass you heavenly throne ; 

I’d fly from all labour and toil, 

To the place where the weary have rest ; 

I’d haste from contention and broil, 

To the peaceful abode of the blest. 

How happy are they who no more # 

Have to fear the assaults of the foe ! 

Arriv’d on the heavenly shore ; 

They have left all their conflicts below ; 

They are far from all danger and fear, 

While remembrance enhances their joys, 

As the storm when escap’d will endear 
The retreat which the haven supplies. 

Around that magnificent throne, 

Where the Lamb all his glory displays ; 

United for ever in one, 

His people are singing his praise ; 

x 3 
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How holy, how happy are they ! 

No tongue can express their delight ; 
My soul, now unwilling to stay, 

Prepares for its heavenly flight. 

<r 

But why do I wish to be gone ? 

Do I wish from the danger to flee? 
And shall I- do nothing for one, 

Who was once such a sufTrer for me ? 
Ah, Lord, let me think of the day, 

When thou wast “ rejected of men,” 
And put the base wish far away j 
And never be fearful again. 

Nor less my perverseness forgive ; 

That when ease and prosperity come ; 
Thy servant is willing to live ; 

And his exile prefers to his home ; 
Ah, Lord, what a creature am I ! 

Sure nothing can heighten my guilt •, 
Forgive me, forgive me, I cry, 

And make me whatever thou wilt. 
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IV hat manner qf Man ts this, that even the wind 
and the tea obey him ? Mark, iv. 41. 



Why those fears? behold ’tis Jesus, 
Holds the helm, and guides the ship ; 

.Spread the sails and catch the breezes 
Sent to waft us through the deep, 

To the regions, 

Where the mourners cease to weep. 

Could we stay where death was hov’ring, 
Could we rest on such a shore ? 

No, the awful truth discov’ring, 

We could linger there no more : 

We forsake it, 

Leaving all we lov’d before. 

Though the shore we hope to land on, 
Only by report is known, 

Yet we freely all abandon, 

Led by that report alone ; 

And with Jesus, 

Though the trackless deep move on. 
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Led by that, we brave the ocean, 
Led by that the storms defy : 
Calm amidst tumultuous- motion, 
Knowing that the Lord is nigh. 
Waves obey him, 

And the storms before him fly. 

Rendered safe by his protection, 
We shall pass the wat’ry waste ; 
Trusting to his wise protection, 

We shall gain the port at last; 

And with wonder, 

Think on toils and danger past. 

Oh, what pleasures there await us 
There the tempests cease to roar 
There it is that those who hate us, 
Can molest our peac? no more. 
Trouble ceases 

On that tranquil, happy shore. 
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HYM& IN A STORM 



In the floods of tribulation, 

' While the billows o'er me roll, 

Jesus whispers consolation, 

And supports my sinking soul : 

Thus, the lion yields me honey, 

From the eater food is given, 
Strengthen'd thus I still press forward, 
Singing as I wade to heaven, — 
Sweet affliction ! Sweet affliction ! 

That brings Jesus to my soul ! 



'Mid the gloom s thc vivid lightnings, 
With increased brightness play ; 

'Mid the thornbrake beauteous flow’rets 
Look more beautiful and gay : 

So in darkest dispensations, 

Doth my faithful Lord appear, 

With his richest consolations, 

To re-animate and cheer. 

Sweet affliction ! Sweet affliction ? 

Thus to bring my Saviour neat* 
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Floods of tribulation heighten, 

Billows still around me roar ; 

Those who know not Christ, ye frighten, 
But my soul defies your pow’r. 

In the sacred page recorded, 

Thus his word securely stands, 

“ Fear not, I’m in trouble near thee. 
Nought shall pluck thee from my hands.” 
Sweet affliction ! Sweet affliction ! 

That to such sweet words lay claim ! 

All I meet, I find assist me 
In my path to heav’nly joy, 

Where, though trials now attend me, 

Trials never more annoy ; 

Wearing there a weight of glory, 

Still the path I’ll ne’er forget, 

But reflecting how it led me 
To my blessed Saviour’s seat, — 

Cry, Affliction ! Sweet affliction ! 

Haste ! Bring more to Jesu’s feet ! 



S. Pearce. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LADY. 

Sister beloved ! from sorrow free, 

No cypress wreath I weave for thee ; 

Around thy brow, a crown divine 
I see, with rays of glory shine ! 

This sable stole mourns not for thee, 

For thou art robed immortally ; 

’Midst angel bands and sons of fire, 

Thy soul is clad in bright attire ! 

For thee, no funeral dirge I raise, 

Thy harp is tuned alone to praise ; 

Nor canst thou hear the strains of woe 
That echo from this world below. 

To thee each sorrow, trial, fear, 

Now signs of heavenly love appear, 

And viewed in everlasting light, 

Seem grace and mercy infinite ! 

And oft by sin and care opprest, 

I sigh to share thy peaceful rest, 

As creatures o’er my heart again, 

Recover their despotic reign ! 
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O sainted sister ! if like thee, 
Afflictions must my portion be, 

For this , like thee, oh, may I raise 
To Jesus, sweeter notes of praise, 

'Till death my waiting soul shall bring, 
To see the glories of my King ! 



The dear friend, on whom the foregoing lines 
were written, was a beautiful instance of the 
power of faith.— She was “ chosen in the fur- 
nace of affliction,” and brought, through much 
tribulation, to the kingdom of God. Her holy 
and consistent walk was an evidence that the 
religion she professed was a living principle, — 
her chief earthly anxiety related to a member of 
her family, who knew not the Lord ; and though 
she was not permitted, during life, to see the 
translation from the kingdom of darkness unto 
that of God's dear Son, yet her dying testi- 
mony was the instrument of effecting it, — and 
now she rejoices in heaven over one that was 
dead, and is alive again, who was lost, and is 
found . 
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LINES 

ON THE 

DEATH OF A YOUNG MAN. 

That God,— whose you are, who hath abounded 
totvards you in the blessings of his providence, 
and has reserved for you the treasures of ever - 
lasting glory, called for a sacrifice , — and though 
one of the fairest flowers in your garden, he 
hud r reason to expect it should be, on your part , 
a free-will offering . Bowden. 



O ye, whose mournful forms appear, 
Beside your darling Henry’s bier, 
Now let a sorrowing stranger too, 
Gaze on his breathless clay with yon ! 

Well may ye mourn a first-born son, 
His race of virtue scarce begun, 

Ere ye beheld, with streaming eyes, 
From earth his sainted spirit rise. 

Y 
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Much hath the bounteous King of heaven 
To you in mercy freely given, 

Now be the fairest fruits restored, 

A willing offering to the Lord ! 

Ye would have sought your offspring dear, 

A station in the temple here , 

But Jean’s love prepared a place, 

Where he beholds him face to face. 

What, though ye saw them swiftly move, 

The darts of death were tipped with love, 

And in that love supremely blest, 

Yonr Henry, smiling, sunk to rest! 

Cease then to mourn his early doom, 

Nor wish him rescued from the tomb, 

For lo ! to yonder courts of light, 

His seraph soul has winged its flight ! 

Rest on the Saviour’s promise still, 

And tarrying, wait his gracious will ; 

Ere long a voice shall bid you come, 

And Henry breathe your welcome home ! 

July, 1816. 
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A CHRISTIAN MOTHER 

ON THE 

DEATH OF A DARLING CHILD. 

There was the parting sigh ; 

With that the spirit fled, 

And wing’d its flight on high, 

And left the body dead : 

No prayers, no tears, its flight could stay, 

Twas Jesus called the soul away. . 

Oh, how shall I complain, 

Of him who rules above ; 

Who sends no needless pain, 

Who always smites in love : 

Who looks in tend’rest pity down. 

E’en when he seems to wear a frown ! 

The eye of Jesus wept. 

It dropt a holy tear, 

When Mary’s brother " slept,’’ 

A friend to Jesus dear; 

Delightful thought ! that blessed eye. 

Still beams with kindness in the sky ! 

Y 2 
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I know my babe is blest, 

Her bliss by Jesus given ; 

She's early gone to rest, 

She's found an early heaven ; 

The sigh that closed her eyes on earth, 

Was signal of her happier birth. 

$ut ah, my spirits fail, 

I feel a pang untold, 

Those ruby lips so pale ! 

That blushing cheek so cold ! 

And dim those eyes of “dewy light," 

That smiled and glanced so sweetly bright. 

To lay that darling form, 

So lovely e’en in death, 

Food for corruption's worm, 

The mould’ring earth beneath ! 

Oh, worse to me than twice to part, 

Than second death-stroke to my heart ! 

As summer-flower she grew, 

Expanding to the morn, 

All gemm’d with sparkling dew, 

A flower without a thorn, 

A mother's sweet and lovely flower, * 
Sweeter and lovelier every hour. 
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But, ab ! my morning bloom 
Scarce felt the warming ray : 

An unexpected gloom 
Obscured the rising day ; 

A dreary, cold, and withering blast, 

Low on the ground its beauties cast. 

Its glist’ning leaves are shed, 

That spread so fresh and fair, 

The balmy fragrance fled, 

That scented all the air ; 

And lowly laid its lifeless form, 

The gentle victim of the storm ! 

But why in anguish weep ? 

Hope beams upon my view, 

"Tis but a winter’s sleep, — 

My flowers shall spring anew, 

Each darling flower in earth that sleeps, 
O’er which fond mem’ry bangs and weeps 

All to new life shall rise, 

In heavenly beauty bright, 

Shall charm my ravished eyes, 

In tints of rainbow light ; 

Shall bloom unfading in the skies, 

And drink the dews of Paradise ! 

Y 3 
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Oh, this is blest relief! 

My fainting heart it cheers ; 

It cools my burning grief, 

And sweetens all my tears, 

These eyes shall see my darling then, 

Nor shed a parting tear again ! 

And while my bleeding heart, 

Laments for comforts gone, 

I only mourn a part, — 

I am not left alone : 

Though nipt some buds of opening joy, 

How many still my thanks employ ! 

And thou / my second heart. 

Loved partner, of my grief, 

Heaven bids not thee depart, 

Of earthly joys the chief ; 

A favoured wife and mother Mill, 

Let grateful praise my bosom fill ! 

Ralph Wardlaw.— Edinburgh. 
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LINES WRITTEN BY A MOTHER. 



Of such is the kingdom of heaven. 



J. W. was taken to early rest on Tuesday, 
February 1, 1820, aged 2 years and 8 days, ' 



The Lord gave , and the Lord hath taken away , 
blessed be the name of the Lord! 

He’s gone, — I watch’d the near approach of 
death, 

I sadly mark’d the last faint lingering breath, 
He’s pale and cold, — he smiles, he hears, no 
more ; 

His little earthly joys and pains are o’er, 

His mother’s tears drop warmly on his face, 

He feels them not, nor heeds her fond embrace ; 
TTis vain to call my darling, vain to weep, 

Nought can awake him from his long, long sleep, 
My bosom oft sustained his drooping head, 

But cold and dreary must now be liis bed ; 
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No more with gentle voice his accents fall, 

His own mamma’s beloved name to call. 

Can nothing now relieve my aching heart ? 

No balm to heal the deep corroding smart ? 

Oh, yes ! while nature weeps o’er lifeless clay, 
Faith points to regions of eternal day ; 

A mother’s feeling wring the parting sigh, 

But hope looks up, and soars beyond the sky. 
Maternal love exclaims, “Alas, nay son !” 

But grace replies, “Oh, Lord, thy will be done !’’ 
Freed from a body oft with pain distrest, 

He dwells above in everlasting rest, 

No sin, no sorrow, now shall weigh him down, 
Without the conflict, he has gained the crown. 
Hush, then regret, each murm’ring thought be 
still, 

And bow submissive to his sov’reign will, 

Who, tho’ he strike, in mercy sheaths the rod, 
And shows himself an ever-present God ; 
Farewell, my babe ! I soon shall follow thee, 
But thou, alas ! shall ne’er return to me ; 

A long farewell,— till the last trumpet’s sound 
Shall wake thy slumb’ring ashes from the ground, 
Then may we meet with all the ransom’d throng, 
And praise Immanuel’s love, in endless song. 
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EPITAPH ON A CHILD. 



On life’s wild ocean, sorrowful and pain’d, 
How many voyagers their course perform ; 
This little bark a kinder fate obtained, 

It reach’d the harbour ere it met the storm. 



The following lines were occasioned hy the death 

of a young man at P who was called away 

in a manner most awfully sudden , by a kick from a 
horse y which terminated his existence in three days . 
— He received the summons, not only with resigna- 
tion, hid with triumphant joy, — and as long as 
strength was afforded, expressed the firmest reliance 
on the merits , the love, and faithfulness of the 
Saviour, and exhorted all his surrounding friends to 
flee unto him for refuge, as the only hope set before 
sinners in the Gospel . After this exhortation, he 
said, u The cold hand of death is upon me, but the 
gtdcs are not yet open ; in one hour they will be 
thrown wide, and the Lord will receive me* 1 — -At 
the expiration of the hour, he raised himself, and 
exclaiming , “Now is the accepted time,-— here I am, 
Lord Jesus, take me now ,**■ — he expired with a 
smile of such heavenly rapture, that even his poor 
widowed mother, whose joy and blessing he had 
been, said to the writer qfthis, that “ she dared not 
weep for him” 
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ADDRESSED TO THE 

MOTHER AND SISTERS 

OF , OF P — — . 

O grieve not for him, with the wildness of 
sorrow, 

As those that in hopeless despondency weep ; 

From God’s holy word, consolation we borrow, 
For souls that in Jesus confidingly sleep. 

Lament not your loved -one, but triumph the 
rather, 

To think on the promise, the prayer of the 
Lamb, 

u Your joy shall be full,”— and, “ I will, O my 
Father ! 

'That those whom thou gav’st me, may fie 
where I am.” 

His own sacred lip, the assurance hath given, 
u Believe in your God, in your Saviour believe ; 

“ I go to prepare you a mansion in heaven, 

“And quickly returning, ray own will receive. ” 
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And was it not so with your darling, when saying, 
The gate would unclose, and the Saviour appear ? 
Like Stephen, the glory of Jesus surveying, 

He breathed OHt his spirit with “ Lord, I am 
here." 



And where is that spirit? — wash’d white in the 
fountain, 

Presented unblameably pure at the throne ; 
The love and the mercy of Jesus recounting, 

To souls that are dwelling in joy like his own. 



In rapture unsated, in glory unclouded, 

He rests before God, with the angels of light ; 
Till the form in corri^ption, and darkness now 
shrouded, 

Shall rise at the trump, with the soul to unite. 



Refined from his grossness, and purged from the 
leaven, 

Its sins blotted olT^nd its sorrows all fled ; 
Made meet for a bright habitation in heaven, 

Oh ! who would not rest with the justified dead ? 

>• . 
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Nay, weep not for him, — for the flow’r of the 
morning, 

So dear to your bosoms, so fair to your eyes ; 

Bat weep for the souls unbelievingly scorning 

The counsel and truth of the “God only wise." 

He came to the cross, while his young cheek was 
blooming, 

And raised to the Lord the bright glance of 
his eye. 

And when, o'er its beauty, death’s darkness was 
glooming, 

The cross did uphold him, — the Saviour was. 
nigh. 

I saw the black pall o’er his relics extended ; 

I wept, — but they were not the tear-drops of 
woe; 

The pray’r of my soul, that, in fervour ascended, 

Was, “l*>rd,when thou eallest, like him may I 
go!” 
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THE 

GARDENER AND ROSE TREE; 

A FABLE; 



Affectionately addressed to Mrs . J. H , 

on the Death of her Child , by her truly sympa- 
thizing Friend, S. Pearce. March 12, IT98. 

In a sweet spot, which wisdom chose, 

Grew an unique and lovely Rose ; * 

A flow’r so four was seldom borne, — 

A Rose almost without a Thorn. 

Each passing stranger stopp’d to view 
A plant possessing charms so new ; 

“ Sweet Jlow'r /” each lip was heard to say, — 

Nor less the owner pleas’d than they : 

Rear’d by his hand, with constant care, 

And planted in his choice parterre, 

Of all his garden this the pride, 

No flow’r so much admir’d beside. 
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Nor did the Rose unconscious bloom, * 
Nor feel ungrateful for the boon ; 

Oft as her guardian came that way, 
Whether at dawn or eve of day, 
Expanded wide, — her form unveil'd, 
She double fragrance then exhal'd. 



As months roll’d on, the Spring appear’d, 
Its genial rays the Rose matur’d ; 

Forth from its root a shoot extends, — 

The parent Rose Tree downward bends, 
And, with a joy unknown before, 
Contemplates the yet embryo flow’r. 



" Offspring, most dear,” she fondly said, 
“ Part of myself! — Beneath my shade, 
Safe shalt thou rise, while happy I, 
Transported with maternal joy, 

Shalt see thy little buds appear, • 

Unfold, and bloom in beauty here. 

What, though the Lily, or Jonquil, 

Or Hyacinth, no longer fill 
The.space around me , — All shall be 
Abundantly made up in Thee . 

z 2 
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11 What, though my present charms decay. 
And passing strangers no more say 
Of me , ‘Sweet flow’r !’ — Yet thou shalt raise 
Thy blooming head, and gain the praise ; 

And this reverberated pleasure, 

Shall be to me a World of treasure. 

Cheerful I part with former merit. 

That it my darling may inherit. 

Haste then the hours which bid thee bloom. 
And fill the zephyrs with perfume !” 

Thus had the Rose Tree scarcely spoken. 
Ere the sweet cup of bliss was broken; — 

The Gard’ner came, and, with one stroke. 
He, from the root, the offspring took ; 

Took from the soil wherein it grew. 

And hid it from the parent’s view. 

Judge ye, who know a mother’s cares 
For the dear tender babe she b&rs, 

The parent’s anguish, — ye, alone, 

Such sad vicissitudes have known. 

Deep was the wound ; nor slight the pain 
Which made the Rose Tree thus complain : — 
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“Dear little darling ! Art thou gone ?— 

Thy charms, scarce to thy mother known ! 
Remov'd so soon l — So suddenly, 

Snatch’d from my fond maternal eye ! 

What hast thou done ? — Dear offspring, say ! — 
So early to be snatch’d away ! 

What! Gone for ever ! — Seen no morel 
For ever I thy loss deplore ! 

Ye dews descend, with tears supply 
My now for ever tearful eye ; 

Or, rather, come some northern blast, 

Dislodge my yielding roots in haste. 

Whirlwinds arise, — my branches tear, 

And to some distant region bear, 

Far from this spot, a wretched mother, 

Whose fruit and joys are gone together.* 



As thus the anguish'd Rose Tree icry’d, 
Her Owner near her she espy’d ; 

Who, in these gentle terms, reprov'd 
A plant, though murm’ring, still belov'd : — 



u Cease, beauteous flow’r, these useless cries, 
And let my lessons make thee wise. 

z 3 
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Art thou not mine ? Did not my hand 
Transplant thee from the barren sand, 
Where, once a mean unsightly plant, 

Expos’d to injury and want, 

Unknown, and unadmir’d, I found, 

And brought thee to this fertile ground ; 
With studious art improv’d thy form, 
Secur’d thee from th’ inclement storm; 
And, through the seasons of the year, 

Made thee my unabating care ?— 

Hast thou not blest thy happy lot, 

In such an Owner,— such a spot? 

But now, because thy shoot I’ve taken, 
Thy best of Friends must be forsaken. 
Know, flow’r belov’d, e’en this affliction 
Shall prove to thee a benediction ; 

Had I not the young plant remov’d, 

(So fondly by thy heart belov’d,) 

Of me thy heart would scarce have thought. 
With gratitude no more be fraught : — 

Yea, thy own beauty be at stake, 
Surrender’d, for thy offspring sake. 

Nor think, that, hidden from thine eyes, 
The infant plant negated lies. — 

No I've another garden , where, 

In richer soil, and purer air, 
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Its now transplanted ; there to shine 
In beauties, fairer far than thine. 

15 Nor shalt thou always be apart 
From the dear darling of thy heart ; 

For, ’tis my purpose thee to bear 
In future time, and plant thee there, 

Where thy now absent off-set grows, 

And blossoms, a celestial Rose. 

Be patient, then, till that set hour shall come, 
When thou and thine shall in new beauties bloom : 
No more its absence shalt thou then deplore, 
Together grow, and ne’er be parted more." 

These words to silence hush’d the plaintive 
Rose, 

With deeper blushes redd’ning now she glows; 
Submissive bow’d her unrepining head. 

Again her wonted grateful fragrance shed ; — - 
Cry’d, “Thou hast taken only what’s thine own ; 
Therefore, thy will, my Lord, not mine, be done.” 



* 
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LINES 

Written on seeing a Mourning Ring inscribed with 
the word8 y “ Not lost, — but gone before 



Say, why should friendship grieve for those. 
Who safe arrive on Canaan’s shore, 

Released from all their hurtful foes, 

They are not lost, — but gone before ? 

How many painful days on earth, 

Their fainting spirits number’d o'er ; 

Now they enjoy a heavenly birth, 

They are not lost,— but gone before. 

Defcl is the spot where Christians sleep, > 
And sweet the strains which angels pour. 

Oh, why should we in anguish weep ? 

They are not lost,— but gone before. 

Secure from every mortal care, 

By sin and sorrow vexed no more, 

Eternal happiness they share, 

Who are not lost, — but gone before . 
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To Zion's peaceful courts above, 

Tn f i^ ^mphant may we soar. 
Embracing in the arms of love, 

The friends not lost,— but gone before. 



On Jordan’s bank, where’er we come, 
And bear the swelling waters roar, 
Jesus, convey us safely home, 

To friends, not lost,— but gone before ! 
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HAGAR IN THE DESERT. 



Injured, hopeless, faint, and weary, 
Sad, indignant, and forlorn, 

Through the desert, wild and dreary, 
Hagar leads the child of scorn. 

Who can speak a mother’s anguish, 
Painted in that tearless eye, 

Which beholds her darling languish, 
Languish unreliev’d, and die ? 

Lo, the empty pitcher fails her, 
Perishing with thirst, he dies ; 

Death, with deep despair, assails her, 
Piteous, as for aid, he cries ! 

From the dreadful image flying, 
Wild, she rushes from the sight ; 

In the agonies of dying, 

Can she see her soul’s delight ? 
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Now bereft of every hope. 

Cast upon the burning ground ; 

Poor abandon’d soul! — Look up ; 

Mercy hath thy sorrows found. 

Lo ! the angel of the Lord, 

Comes thy great distress to cheer ; 

Listen to the gracious word ; 

See, divine relief is near. 

Care of Heaven ! — though man forsake thee, 
Wherefore vainly dost thou mourn ? 

From thy dream of woe awake thee, 

To thy rescued child return. 



Lift thine eyes, behold yon fountain, 
Sparkling ’mid those fruitful trees : 
Lo ! beneath yon sheltering mountain, 
Smile for thee green bowers of ease, 

In the hour of sore affliction, 

God hath seen and pitied thee ; 
Cheer thee in the sweet conviction, 
Thou henceforth his care shall be* 
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u Be no more by doubt* distressed, 
Mother of a mighty race ! 

By contempt no more oppressed, 

Thou hast found a resting place. 

Thus from peace and comfort driven, 
Thou, poor soul, all desolate, 

Hopeless lay, till pitying Heaven 
Found thee in thy abject state. 

O'er thy empty pitcher mourning, 
’Mid the desert of the world ; 

Thus with shame and anguish burning, 
From thy cherish'd comforts hurl'd. 

See thy great Deliverer nigh, 

Calls thee from thy sorrow vain ; 

Bids thee on his love rely, 

Bless the salutary pain. 

From thine eyes the mists dispelling, 
Lo, the well of life He shows ! 

In his presence ever dwelling, 

Bids thee find thy true repose. 
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Future prospects, rich in blessing, 
Open to thy hopes secure, 

Sure of endless joys possessing, 
Of an heavenly kingdom sure. 
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ON THE 

DEATH 

OF A 

CHRISTIAN. 

Rise, ye sweetest, hallow'd numbers ! 

Breathe my harp thy gentlest strain ; 
Soft, —it will not break his slumbers; 
Lo, he sleeps, — nor wakes again. 

On his brow, a peace benignant, 

Sheds on death her sun-like ray ; 
Sheathes in light its dart malignant, 
Soothes its bitterness away. 

Could I view the spirit fleeting, 
Springing to the world on high ; 

While the heart still flutfring, beathing, 
Scarce resigns its parting sigh. 

View its lightness, loos'd from anguish, 
Soaring on its azure wing ; 

Now no longer doom’d to languish, 

Won the victory, heal’d the sting ; 
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No, I would not, gentlest being ! 

Best lov’d spirit call thee thence ! 

Tho* concealed, content with seeing, 
Bright, thro* faith, thy path from hence. 

Can I mark thee, still with weeping, 
Shelter'd in a Saviour’s breast ? 

No, — but ah, may I when sleeping, 

Thus in death, partake thy rest ! 
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FUNERAL ANTHEM. 

(Millman.) 

Brother, thou art gone before ns, and thy 
sainted soul is flown, 

Where tears are wiped from every eye, and 
sorrow is unknown; 

From the burthen of the flesh, and from care 
and fear released, 

When the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 



The toilsome way thou’st travelled o'er, and 
borne the heavy load, 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet to reach 
his blest abode. 

Thou’rt .sleeping now, like Lazarus, upon his 
Father's breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 
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Sin can never taint thee now, nor doubt thy faith 
assail, 

Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ, and the 
Holy Spirit fail. 

And there thou’rt sure to meet the good, whom 
on earth thdu lovest best, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 



“Earth to earth," and “dust to dust," the 
solemn priest hath said, 

So we lay the turf above thee how, and seal thy 
narrow bed : 

But thy spirit, brother, soars away among the 
faithful blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 



And when the Lord shall summon us, whom thou 
hast left beb*Tid, 

May we, untainted by the world, as sure a wel- 
come find ; 
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May each, like thee, depart in peace, to be a 
glorious guest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the 
weary are at rest. 
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V' 



FUNERAL HYMN, 

BY THE RIGHT REV. REGINALD HEBER, 
BISHOP OF CALCUTTA. 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but we will not 
deplore thee, 

Tho* sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb ! 

The Saviour has passed through its portals 
before thee, 

And the Lamb of his love is thy light thro’ the 
gloom. 

Thou art gone to the grave ! we no longer behold 
thee, 

Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy 
side ; 

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to unfold 
thee. 

And sinners may hope since the sinless hath 
died! 
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Thou art gone to the grave ! and its mansion 
forsaking, 

Perchance thy weak spirit in doubt linger'd long ; 

But the sunshine of heaven beam'd bright on 
thee waking, 

And the sound which thou heard'st was the 
Seraphim’s song ! 

Thou art gone to the grave ! but t’were vain to 
deplore thee, 

When God was. thy Ransom, thy Guardian, thy 
Guide ; 

He gave thee, He took thee, and He will restore 
thee, 

And death has no sting, since the Saviour hath 
died. 
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